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Dy Mufie minds an equal temper know, 
Nor ſwell too high, nor ſink too low; 

If in the breaſt tumultuous joys ariſe, 

Muſie her ſoft aſſuafive voice applies; 


Or when the foul is preſs'd with carer, 
Exalts her in enlivening airs : 


Warriors ſhe tires with animated ſounds ; 
ours balm into the bleeding lovers wounds. 
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HE favourable reception which the firſt edition 
of the CyearFuL CompPaNiox met with from 
the Public, induces the Publiſher to ſollicit their 


countenance to a new and improved edition. 


He has been enabled by the aſſiſtance of his cor- 
reſpondents, to enlarge it with a conſiderable num- 
her of the moit celebrated SONGS now an taite, 
and which have been ſung in the molt polite Aſ- 


ſemblics in Dritain. 


Music is the moſt ple: fing, and moſt innocent 
amuſement of the human mind: Philoſophers have 
given it a more exalted ſphere ; it ſoftens the paſ- 
lions, and forms the ſoul to virtue: to unite ele- 
ant compoſition, and clegant ſounds, mult every 
way heigliten its effect, and the attempt deſerves 


well of mankind. 


WHeTHEk the taſte and diſcernment neceſſary 
in ſuch an undertaking, be diſplayed in this publi- 
cation, muſt be left to the determination of the 
Public. 


Piru, AvGusr, 1783. 
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SONG LI. 
KING's ANTHEM. 


AME let thy trumpet ſound, 
Tell all the world around, 


Great GeorGe is King. 
Tell Rome, and France, and Spain, 
Britannia ſcorns their chain, 
All their vile arts are vain, 

Great GEORGE is King. 


May heav'n his life defend, 

And make his race extend, 
Wide as his fame. 

ny choiceſt bleſſings ſhed, 

On lus moſt ſacred head, 

And make his foes to dread, 
Great GrzorGe's nzme. 


A 


From pole, to pole, your joys reſound, 
For virtue is with glory crown'd, 
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He peace and plenty brings, 

While Rome's deluded Kings 
Waſte and deſtroy. 

Then let his people ſing, 


Long live Great GeoxGet our King, 
From whom ſuch bleſſings ſpring, 
Freedom and joy. 
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II. 
A SONG IN BRITANNIA. | 


E comes, he comes, the Hero comes, (drums 

Sound, ſound your trumpets, beat, beat you 

From port to port let cannons roar, | 
He's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore, 

Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, [ 


— 


Welcome to the Britiſh ſhore. 


Prepare, prepare, your ſongs prepare, | 
Loud, loudly rend the echoing air, ; 


. — 


Virtue, virtue, virtue, virtue, 
Virtue is with glory crown'd. 


* 
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3 
III. 
THE RAPTURE. 


OVELY nymph aſſuage my anguiſh, 
At your feet a tender ſwain 
Prays you will not let him languiſh, 
One kind look would cafe his pain. 
Did you know the lad that courts you, 
He not long need ſue in vain ; 
Prince of ſong, of dance, and ſports 
Scarce will meet his like again. 


you 
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IV. 
A FAVOURITE AIR, 


xs BY Miss CaTLEy, in Love in a ViLLAGE. 


OME, come live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That grove and valley, hill and field, 
Or woods and ſteepy mountains yield. 
And I will make thee beds of roſes, 
And twine a thouſand am'rous poſies. 


And I will, Oc. 


Come, come live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
A 2 
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That grove and valley, hill and field, 

Or woods and ſteepy mountains yield, 

To deck thee for the wake and fair, 
Vith curious fancy PI prepare, 

A cap of flowers and rural kirtle, 

Embroidered with leaves of myrtle ; 

A belt of fra and ivy buds ; 

A coral claſꝑ and amber ſtuds: 

And if theſe pleaſcrcs may thee niove, 

Then come with me and be my love. 

Nymphs and ſwains ſhall dance and fing, 

For thy delight each May morning, 

And if theſe plcaſures may thee move, 

Then come with me and be my love. 


*>; =>, >, A >, > 0 


V * 


S walking forth to view the plain, 


Upon a morning early, 


While May's fweet ſcent did chear my brain, 


From flowers which grew ſo rarely : 
J chanc'd to meet a pretty maid, 
She ſhin'd though it was foggy : 
I aſk'd her name: Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
My name is Katharine Ogie. 


* 


KATHARINE OGIE. 
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I ſtood a while, and did admire, 
To ſee a nymph fo ſtately ; 

So briſk an air there did appear, 
In a country-maid ſo neatly : 

Such nat'ral ſweetneſs ſhe difplay*d,. 
Like a lilie in a bogie ; 

Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd 


Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 


Thou flow'r of females, Beauty's queen, 
Who ſees thee ſure mult prize thee ; 
Though thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 

Yet they cannot diſguiſe thee ; 
Thy handſome air and graceful look, 
Far excells any clowniſh rogie; 
Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogie. 


O were I but a ſhepherd ſwain! 
To feed my flocks beſide thee, 

At boughting time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee 

I'd think myſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my club, and dogie, 

Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Ogie. 
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Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 
And ftateſmen's dangerous ſtations : 
I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
I'd ſmile at conqu'ring nations: 
Might I careſs and ſtill poſſeſs 
This laſs of whom I'm vogie 3 
For theſe are toys, and fill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But I fear the gods have not decreed 
For me ſo fine a creature, 

Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works of nature. 

Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and foggy : 

Pity my caſe, ye pow'rs above, 
Elfe I die for Katharine Ogie. 


DDD DDD LDN 


VI. 
JOCKEY TO THE FAIR. 
WAS on the morn of ſweet May-day, 
When nature painted all things gay, 


Taught birds.to fing, and lambs to play, 
And gild the meadows fair, 
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Young Jockey early in the morn 
Aroſe and tript it o'er the lawn ; 
His Sunday's coat the youth put on, 
For Jenny had vow'd away to run 
With Jockey to the fair. 
For Jenny had vow'd, c. 


The chearful pariſh bells had rung, 
With eager ſteps they trudg'd along, 
With flow'ry garlands round him hung, 
Which ſhepherds us'd to wear ; 
He tapt the window, Haſte, my dear; 
Jenny impatient cry'd, Who's there ? 
"Tis I, my love, and no one near, 
tep gently down, you've nought to fear, 
With Jockey to the fair. 
Step gently down, i 


My dad and mammyes fait aſleep, 
My brother's up and with the ſheep ; 
And will you ftill your promiſe keep, 

Which I have heard you ſwear ? 
And will you ever conſtant prove? 
I will by all the pow'rs above, 
And ne'er deceive my charming dove, 
Diſpel thoſe doubts, and haſte my love 

With Jockey to the fair. 

Diſpel thoſe doubts, Qc. 
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Behold the ring the ſhepherd cry'd, 1 
Will Jenny be my charming bride ? 
Let Cupid be.our happy guide, 

And Hymen meet us there; 
Then Jockey did his vows renew, 
He wou'd be conſtant, wou'd be true; 
His word was pledg'd away ſhe flew, 
With cowſlips tipt with balmy dew, 

With Jockey to the fair. 

With cowſlips tipt, .. 


In raptures meet the joyful train, 
Their gay companions, blyth and young, 
Each join the dance, each join the throng 

To hail the happy pair ; 
In turns there's none ſo fond as they, 
They bleſs the kind propitious day, 
The ſmiling morn of blooming May, 
When lovely Jenny run away 
With Jockey to the fir. 

When lovely Jenny, S. 


RY Sends 
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VII. 
THE YELLOW HAIR'D LADDIE. 


1 N April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, | 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain.; 
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plain, | 


ſwain; 
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The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go, 
To wilds and deep glens, where the haw thorn- trees 


Crow. 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
wich freedom he ſung his loves evening and morn: 
He ſang with fo ſaft and enchanting a found, 
That ſyl-ans and fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherdthus ſung, Tho' young Mayda be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu' proud air: 
But Sutie was handſome, and ſweetly could fing, 
Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, andneverſpoke truth, 
But Sutie was faithful, good humour'd and free, 


And fair as the goddeſs who ſprung from the ſea. 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great 
dow'r - 


Was au kwardly airy, and frequently four : 


Then, ſüghing, he withed, would parents agree, 


Phe witty ſwect Suke his millreſs miglit be. 


B 
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VIII. ' 
A FAVOURITE SONG. | 


F over the cruel tyrant Love, 
A conqueſt I believ'd, 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O let me be deceiv'd ; 
O let me be deceiv'd ; 
O let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which Love did firſt create, 

What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate; 

Then call not to my wand'ring mind, 
The weakneſs of my heart, 


Which ah! I feel too much inclin'd 


To take the traitor's part, 
To take the traitor's part. 


FLY 


END NL WN DW) 


_ 
AH! CHLORIS. a 
To the Tune of Girls RO x. 


H! Chloris, could I now but fit, 
As unconcern'd as when 


ON. 


; 
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Your infant beauty could beget 
No happineſs nor pain. 

When I this dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming day, 

J little thought that riſing fire 
Would take my reſt away. 


Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay, 
As metals in a mane. 

Age from no face takes more away, 
Than youth conceal'd in thine. 

But as your charms inſenfibly 
To their perfection preſt: 

So love as unperceiv'd did fly, 
And center'd in my breaſt. 


My paſſion with your beauty grew, 
While Cupid at my heart, 

Still as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming dart. 

Each gloried in their wanton part: 
To make a lover, he 


' Employ'd the utmoſt of his art; 


To make a beauty, ſhe. 
B 2 
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X. 
TW EE D-SID E. 


V HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe ? 


How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed? 


Yet Mary's till ſweeter than thoſe ; 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſy, nor {weet bluſting roſe, 
Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The blackbird and ſweet coding dove, 


With muſic enchant ev'ry buſh. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring ; 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love, while the feather'd folks fing. 


How does my love paſs the long day ? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 
Do they never carcleſly ſtray, 
While happily ſtie lyes aſleep ? 


{ 


J. 


d ? 
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Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt ; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 

To relieve the ſoft pain of my breaſt, 
And ſteal an ambroſial Kiſs. 


"Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 
No beauty with her can compare; 
Love's graces around her do dwell, 

She's faireſt where thouſands are fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed; 
Shall I feek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed. 


22, >> oo 
XI. 
WILLIE's RARE, AND WILLIE's FAIR. 


ITH tuneful pipe and merry glee, 

Young Willy won my heart, 

A blyther ſwain you coudna ſce, 

All beauty without art. 
Willie's rare, and Willie's fair, 
And Willie's wond'rous bonny, 
And Willie ſays he'll marry me, 
Gin Cer he'll marry ony. 
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O came you by yon water ſide, 
Pull'd you the roſe or lily ? 
Or came you by yon meadow green ? 
Or ſaw you my ſweet Willie ? 
Willie's rare, and Willie's fair, &c. 


Syne now the trees are in their bloom, 
And flowers ſpread o'er ilka field, 
In meet my lad among the broom, 
And lead him to my ſummer's ſhield. 
Willie's rare, and Willie's fair, Ce. 


WS, >, ©, >, ©, ©; © wo, 


XII. 
SONG IN THE OPERA OF THE ROSE. 


H! think not to deceive me, 
With flatt'ring oaths and lies; 
"Tis all in vain, believe me, 


For Love has piercing eyes. 


A trifling preſent given, 
Oft binds affection faſt, 

And grateful woman's driven 3 
To give herſelf at laſt. ol 


fe 


Ye. 


SE. 
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XIII. 


FROM THE SAMT. 


F a kiſs you would gain, 
Am I bound to explain? 
Ah! could you not gueſs by my eyes? 
When they, without guile, 
So twinkle and ſmile, 
A glance is enough to the wiſe. 
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SONG IN LOVE IN A VILLAGE, 
| H ! had I been by Fate decreed 


Some humble cottage ſwain, 
In fair Roſetta's ſight to feed 
My flocks. upon the plain, 


What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er could know ? 

Ye envious pow'rs? why have ye plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low2 


/ 
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XV. 


FAOM THE SAME. 


HE honeit heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
from fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, 


TT 0 oct as 8 


Need neither Fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile. 


The greatneſs that would make us grave, | 
Is but an empty thing; 
What more than mirth would mortals have; N 


The chearful man's a king! 4 f 
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XVI. 
THE BANK S OF THE T WEED. 


RECITATEV EL 


S on the banks of Tweed I lay reclin'd 
Beneath a verdant ſhade, 
I heard a ſound more ſweet, than pipe or flute, 
Sure more enchanting was not Orpheus“ Jute, 
While lining and amaz' d I turn'd my eyes, 
The more I heard, the greater my ſurpriſe ; 
I roſe and follow'd, guided by my ear, 


And in a thick- ſet grove I ſaw my dear. | 


>” & ff w 7 2 = — 


Unſeen, unheard, {ſic thought) thus ſung the maid; 


ud; 
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At R. 

To the ſoft murmuring ſtream I will ſing of my love, 
How delighted am I when abroad I can rove, 

To indulge a fond paſſion for Jockey my dear, 
When he'sabſent I ſigh, but howblyth when he'snear. 
'Tis theſe rural amuſements delight my fad heart, 
Come away to my arms love, and never depart, 
To his pipe I could fing, for he's bonny and gay : 
Did he know how I lov'd him, no longer he'd ſtay. 


Neither linnet nor nightingale ſing half ſo ſweet ; 
And the ſoft melting {train did kind echo repeat, 
It ſo raviſh'd my heart and dehghted my ear, 
Swift as light'uing I flew to the arms of my dear 
She, ſurpriz d, and detected, ſome momentsdid ſtand 
Like the roſe was her cheek, and the lily her hand, 
Which ſhe plac'd on her breaſt, and faid Jockey Lfear 


[ have been too imprudent, pray how came you here? 


For to viſit my ewes, and to ſee my lambs play, 
By the banks of the Tweed, and the groves Idid ſtray, 


But my Jenny, dear Jenny, how oft” have I ſigh'd, 
Andhavevow'dendleſsloveif you would be my bride; 
To the altar of Hymen my fair one repair, 

Where the knot of affection ſhall tie the fond pair, 
Tothepipe'sſprightly notesthe gay dance we will lead. 
And willbleſs the deargrove by thebanksofthe Tweed. 


C 
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3 \, 
ALL I ASK OF MORTAL MAY. 


HE.wanton god who pierces hearts, 
. Dips in gall his pointed darts, 
But the nymph diſdains to pine, 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 
Roſy wine, rcſy wine, 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wing. 


Farewell, lovers, when they're cloy'd: 

If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd, 

Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free, 

To rid me of dull company. 
Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
To rid me of dull company. 


They have their charms while mine can pleaſe, 
I love them much, but more my eaſe ; 
Jealous fears me ne'er moleſt, 
Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 

Break my reſt, break my reſt, 

Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 


Why ſhould they ever give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain ! 
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All I hope of mortal man, 

Is to love me while he can. 
While he can, while he can, 
Is to love me while he can. 
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XVIII. 
EWE-BUGHTS MARION. 


W ILL ye go to the ewe-bughts Marion, 
And wear in the ſheep wi' me? 

The fun ſhines ſweet my Marion, 

But nae half ſac ſweet as thee. 


O Marion's a bonny laſs, 
And the blyth blinks in her eye; 
And fain wad I marry Marion a 
Gin Marion wad marry me. 


Pve nine milk ewes, my Marion; 
A cow and a brawny quey, 
Ill gie them a' to my Marion, 


Juſt on her bridal day. 


And ye's get a green ſay apron, 
And a waiftcoat of the London brown, 
C 2 
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And wow but ye will be vap'ring, 
Wien ye gang to the town. 


Un young and ftout, my Marion 
Nane dances like me on the green; 
And gin ye forſake me Marion, 
Il cen gae Craw up with Jean. 


Sac put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kirtle of the cramaſic, 
Aud ſoon as my chin has nae hair on, 


I thall come weſt ard fee ye. 
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XIX. 
THE LASS OF PATIE's MILL. 


HE laſs of Patie's mill, 
So bonny blyth and gay, 

In ſpite of all my {ill, 

She ſtole my heart away; 
When tedding of the hay, 

Bare-t:. ded on the green; 
Love midit her looks did play, 

And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing im their dawn, 


OE — 
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To age it would give youth, 
To preſs them with his hand. 
Through all my ſpirits ran 
An ecſtacy of bliſs, 
nen I ſuch ſweetneſs fand, 


Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flow'rs which grace the wild, 

Se did her ſweets impart, 
Whene'er ſhe fpoke or ſmil'd. 

Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 

She me to love beguil'd, 


I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


O had I all that wealth 
Hopeton's high mountains fil, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will; 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Patic's mall, 


Should ſhare the fame wi” me, 


| as 
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XX. | 
TOCKEY. 
Af Y laddie is gane far awa' o'er the plain, 
While in ſorrow behind Iam forc'd to remain; 
Tho? blue bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, 


Tho? trees are in bloſſom, and ſwcet blows the thorn, 


No pleaſure they give me, in van they look gay 
There's nothing can pleaſe now, my Jockey's away, 
Forlorn I fit ſinging, and this is my ſtrain, 


Hate, hate my dcar Jockey to me back again. 


o 


When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, | 
They dance, and they ſing, they laugh and they chat, 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 

T can't without envy their merriment ſee ; 


Thoſe pleaſures offend me, my ſhepherd's not there, 
No pleaſures I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare ; 


It makes me to ſigh, I from tears ſcarce refrain ; | 
I wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will J deſpair, 
He promis'd he wou'd in a fortnight be here; 
On fond expectation my wiſhes I'll feaſt, 

For love, my dear Jockey, to Jenny will haſte : 
Then, farewell, each care, and adieu, each vain ſigh, 
Who'll then be fo bleſt or ſo happy as I; 

PII fing on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
When Jockey returns to my artas back again. 


T 
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| XXI. 
A FAVOURITE SONG, 


2UNG BY Mas SMITH IN THE JDJESERTER, 


 Q OME how my ſpindle I miflaid, 
And Icſt it underneath the graſs; 
n Damon advancing, bow'd his head, 
. And ſaid what ſeck you pretty laſs : 
* A little love when urg'd with care, 
Oft leads a heart and leads it far, 
Oft leads a heart, Sc. 
a | 
at, Twas paſſing by yon ſpreading oak, 
© That my ſpindle loſt juſt now; 
His knife then kindly Damon took, 
re, Ard from the tree he cut a b--ugh ; 
A little love when urg'd with care, 
Will lead a heart and lead it far, 
A litle love, Sc 


| . 
7 * 


Thus did the youth his time employ, 
While me he tenderly beheld; 
He talk'd of love, I leap'd for joy, 
For ah, my hart did fondly yield ; 
gb, A lutle love when ur; 2d 17th care, 
Will lead a hoart and lead it far, 
A little love, & 
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TROM GOLDSMITH's VICAR or It 
WAKEFIELD. 

HEN lovely woman ſtoops to folly H, 

And finds, too late, that men betray ; N 

] 


What charms can ſoothe her melancholy ? 
What art can waſh her guilt away ? 


The only art her guilt to cover, 
To hide her ſhame from ev'ry eye, 
To give repentance to her lover, þ 
And uring his boſom---is to dic! 


WS, ©, ©, OO Sz, eo 


XXIII. 


THE HIGHLAND QUEEN. 


N more my ſong ſhall be ye ſwains, 
Of purling ſtreams or flow'ry plains, 

More pleaſing beauties now inſpire, 

And Phœbus deigns the warbling lyre ; 

Divinely aided thus I mean 

To celebrate my Highland Queen. 


In her ſweet innocence I find, 
Vith freedom, truth, and beauty join'd ; 

From pride and affectation free, 

Alike the ſmiles on you and me; 
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The brighteſt nymph that trips the green, 
I do pronounce my Highland Queen. 


No ſordid wiſh, or trifling joy, 

Her ſettled calm of mind deſtroy ; 

Strict honour fills her ſpotleſs ſoul, 

And adds a luftre to the whole : 

A matchleſs ſhape, a graceful mein, 

All center in my Highland Queen. 
| How bleſt that youth, whom gentle. Fate 

Has deſtin'd for ſo fair a mate | 
Hay allghefe Wondrous gifts in ſtore, 
1 and each returning day brings more. 
"No youth more happy can be ſeen, 
Poſſeſſing thee my Highland Queen. 


NAIR WONUYURTYEORYN 


' XXIV. 
THE HIGHLAND MARCH, 


N the garb of ol4 Gaul, wi' the fire of old Rome, 
From the heath-cover'd mountains of Scotia 
we come ; | 
From thoſe mountains where Romans endeavoured 
to reign, 
 Dutouranceſtors fought and they fought not in vain. 
D 
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CHORUS, 
For ſuch our love of liberty, our country adit laws, 
That like our noble anceltors we'll Hand by teee- 
dom's cauſe ; 
Well boldlyſight ic heroes briglit for honour and 
e 


Anddefy the Trenchand Spaniards to alto our iu We 


, 7 . Jo * - 
No eſfeminate culoms our news unhract, 
Mo luxurious tables enervat our race, 
Our loud founCing pipe bearsthe true martial train, 


nd fo &o we the cid Scottiſh valour retain. 


, ö 
Tor ſuch our love, &c. 


— 235 * ' . ' 
We're tail as tlie oak in the womb of the vale, 


Vs ſwift as the roc which the hound doth aſſail, 


f.s the full moon in autumn aur ſhields do appear, 


J Inerva would dread to encounter our ſpear. 


For ſuch our love, &c. 


As a itorm in the accan wiien Borcas blows, 
So are we enrag'd when we ruth on our focs ; 


We ſons of the mountains, tremendugus as rocks, 
Daſh the forceoſour es xith ourtluuid ring roks, 


Far f 1. 1 Jr lo- 22 Ms 


In 
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Quebec and Cape Breton, the pride of old France, 
Ia their troops fondly boaſting till we did advance; 
But when our clay mores they ſaw us produce, 


Their courage did ſail and they ſu'd for a truce. 


8 


For ſuch our love, &c. 


In our lands may tke fury of faction long ceaſe, 
May ourcouncilsbe wiſe, and oureommerce increaſc; 
| And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find, 
1 hat our friends ſtill prove true, and our beautics 
prove kind. 


— — 


CHORUS. 
For ſuch our love of liberty our country anditslawg, 
We'll teach our late poſterity, to fight in freedom's 


cauſe, 

ar, 

Thatlikeouranceftorsof old, for honour andapplauſe, 
KY May defy the French and Spz:.ixrds, to alter our laws. 

OD DDD 
XXV. 

55 JEMMY AND NANNY. 
** wa innocent pleafures our pastime dis 
HY crown 


Upon a green meadow or under a tree, 
D 2 
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E'er Nanny became a fine lady in town, 

How lovely and loving and bony was ſic ; 
Penze up in the morning my beautiful Naray, 

Let no new whim take thy ſancy from 7:4, 
Oh! as thou art bonny be faithful as ary, = 
Favcur thy Jemmy, favour thy Jemm, 

Favour thy Jemmy who doats upon tic, L. 

| 1 

Can the death of a liauet give Nanny the ſpiccn, 

Can looſing of trities a heart-aching ik, | 
Canlap-dogs and monxicsdraw tears from tho! eca, 

That look with indiff'rance on poor dying me 
Rouſe up thy reaſon my beautiful Nanny, 

Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me : 
Oh ! as theu art bony be faithful as any, T 
Think on thy Jemmy, think on thy Jemmy, 

Think on thy Jemmy who doats upon thee. * 


O think my dear charmer on ev'ry ſweet hour, 
That ſlide away ſoftly between thee and me, 
Eꝰer ſquirrelsand beaux and their fopp'ry had pow'r, 

To rival my love and impoſe upon thee :; 
Rouze up thy reaſon my beautiful Nanny, 
Let thy defires be all center's in me, 
Oh! as thou art bony, be prudent as any, 
Love thy own Jemmy, love thy own Jemmy, 
Love thy own Jemmy, who dcats upon thee. | 
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XXVI. 
A HUNTING SONG. 


RECITATIVE. 
iE «whilling plowman hailsthe bluſhing dawn, 
1 The iriſh melodious drowns the ruſtic notes, 
{ond ſings the blackbird thro” reſounding greves, 


Arne the lurk foars to meet the riüng ſun. 


| Alx. 
Away to the Copſe, to the Copſe lead away, 
And now my boys throw off the hounds, 
il warrant he ſhews us, he ſhews us ſome play, 
ger yonder he ſkulks through the ground, 
Then ſpur yourbriſł courſers, & ſmoke em my bloods 
'Tis a delicate feentiying morn, 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods: 
Betwixt echo the hounds and the horn, 
The hounds and the horn, 
The hounds and the horn, 
r. The hounds and the horn, 
Betwixi echo the hounds aud the horn. 


Fach art ſee he tries at in vain, 
The cover no ſafer can find, 
So he breaks it and ſcowers amain, 


e. And leaves us at diſtance behind, 
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O'er rocks, and our rivers, and hedges we fly; » 
All hazard and Cavger we ſcorn, * 
Stout Raynard we'll follow until that he dle, 


Chear up tke gocd dogs with the horn, Sc. 


And nc he ſcarce creeps through the dale, 
Al parch'd fon ls mouth hangs his tongue, 
His ſoced can no longer prevail, 
Nor bis Ie can his cunning prolong; (he fl. d 
From our launch and fert pack, twas in vain that 
See his bruſh alls bemir'd, forlorn, 
The farmers with picaſure behold lim lie dead, F 
And hout to the ſound of che horn, c. 


.. > no, =o 
XXVII. 
ABSENCE. 


HE ſun his gladſome beams withdrawn, 
The hills all white with ſnow, 
Leave me dejccted and forlorn, 
Who can deſcribe my woe ? 
But not the ſun's warm beams could cher, 
Nor hills though e'er ſo green, 


Unleſs my Damon ſhould appear, 
To beautify the ſcene, 


9 717 
* 
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ue frozen brooks and pathleſs vales, 


Disjoin my love and me, 


Tue piuing bird his fate bewails. 


On vonder Icafleſs tree, 

Bat what to me is birds or brooks, 
Or aux joy that's near, 

Io fad the lute and dull the books, 
While Damon 13 aut here. 


Fach moment from my dear away, 
I; a long age of pain. 

Ui ſwift ye hours, be calm the day, 
That brings my love again. 

O haſte aud bring him to my arms, 
Nor let us ever port, 

iy breaſt ſhall beat no more alarms, 
25 hen 1 ſecure lis heart. 


D. . S. . .. © co. 


XXVIII. 


IHE BRAES OF BALLENDEN. 
3 * £5 £2 PH a green ſhade, alovelyyoung fac air. 
Ae ev'niug reclin'd to diſcover his pain; 

09 fag, yet fo ſwestly he warbled his woe, 
Thorens d te breathe, aud the ountains to om: 


— 
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Rude winds wi compaſſion, cou'd hear him complain, 


Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his ſtrain. 


How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 
E'er Chloe's bright charms firſt laſh'd in my view; 
I hoſe eyes, thenw!' pleaſure, the dawncou'd ſurvey, 
Nor ſmil'd the fair morning mair chearfulthanthey; 
Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my ſight, 

I'm tortur'd in pleaſure and laoguiſh in liglit. 


Through changes in vain, relief I purſue, 
All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew : 
From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air: 
But love's ardent fever burns always the fame ; 


No winter can cool it, nor ſummer inflame. 


But ſee the pale moon all cloudcd retires, 
The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's deſires ; 
I fly from the danger of tempeſt and wind, 
Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys oa my mind; | 
Ah, wretch! how can life be worthy thy care ? 
Jo lengthen its moments, but lengthens deſpair. 


Fr 


T. 


N. 


Ys 


d; 


D's 


| 
: 
4 
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XXIX. 
THE TEMPEST. 


9 f- rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer, 
Liſt ye landmen all to me ; 
Meſſnates hear a brother ſailor, 
Sing the dangers of the ſea. 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
When the ſeas contend with ſkies 


Hark! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 


By top-fail ſheets and hallyards ſtand ; 
Down top-gallants, quick, be hawling, 

Down your {tay-{ails, hand, boys, hand. 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 

The lee top-fail ſheets let go; 
Looff, boys, looff, don't make wry. faces, 


Up your top-aits nimbly clew. 


Now all you on dowa-beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd twixt beauty's arms, 
Freſh enjoyment, wanton courting, |* 
Safe from all but love's alarms. | 
E 
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Around us roars the tempeſt louder; 
Think. what fears our minds enthrall; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Now again the boatſwein's call: 


The topſail yards point to the wind, bogs, 
See all clear to reef each courſe; 

I. et the fore · ſñæet go, don't mind, dove, 
Though the weather ſhould be word. 

Fore and aft the ſpritſail- Var! get, 
Reef the mizzen, fee all clear; 

Hands up, each prerenture trace ict, 


Maa the fore - yard; cncar lads chear. 


Now the dreadful thunder's roering ! 
Peals on peals contending claſh ! 

Ou our heads herce rain falls pouring, 
In our ces blue lightaings flaſh, 

One wide water all around us, 
All above but one black fy ! 

- DiF'rent deaths at once ſurround us: 

Hark! what means yon dreadful cry? 


The foremaſt's gone, cries ev'ry tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve font bove deck 


— 
_ 


- 
md 
— 
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A lake beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out ! 

Call ali nands to cicar the wreck. 
Quick, the laniards cut to pieces, 

Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold ; 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 

Four feet water's in the hold! 


While o'er the ſhip the wild wave beating, 
We ſor wires and children mourn : 
Alas! from lence there's ro retreating, 
Alas! to them there's no return! 
Still the lack is gaining on us, 
Both chain-pumps are choak'd below; 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! 
Only HE can ſave us now. 


On the Ilee-beam is the land, boys, 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown ; 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys, 
Sce! her mizzen-mat is gone. 
The enk we've found out, it cannot pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 
* Then up and rig a jury fore-maſt, 
She's tight, ſhe's tight, boys, wear of ſhore. 


E 2 
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Now, once more, on joys we're thinking, 


Since kind Fortune :av'd our lives; . A 
Come, the cann, boys, let's be drinking Ne 
To our ſwect-hearts and our wives. Bi 


Fill it up, about, ſnip wheel it; 
Cc to lips the brimmer join. 


n EY 
Where's the temper. now? who fect it? 


None j—cur danger's drown'd in wine. T 
F 
>, ">, =, . 2; Wo. . t! 
ry 
- 11 
XIX. 


A HUNTING SONG. 


HE fur from tle eas: tips the mountains with 


gold, 2 
And, the meaCows all ſpangled with Cew-drops, | 
bel g 15 
The lark's early mattin proclaims the new day, 

And the horn schearful ſummons rebukes our delay, 
CHORU 8. Al 
With the ſports of the field there”s no plcature can * 
vie, 4 
AI 


While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 


Follow, follow, follow, the koundgs in full cry. 


ich 
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Let the drudge of the town male riches his ſport, 
Andthe ſave of the ſtate iiunt the imizes of the court, 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, | 
But innocence Kill gives a zeſt to our joy. 


With the ſports ot the held, tc. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 

The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee, 

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 

Tie“ otten, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace, 
M ith the ſports of the field, S.. 

The cit hunts a plumb, while ſoldiers hunt ſame 3 

The pcet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the ariful coquette, tho” ſhe ſeems to refuſ- 


Yet in ipite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 


With the ſports of the field, Oe. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealthy 
All the bleilings we aſk is the bleſſing of health; 
Witk hounds and with horns, thro” the woodlands 

to roam, 


And when tired abroad, find contentment kt home. 


With the ſports of the field, &:. 
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XXXI. 8 
THE BANKS OFC TAT. 


N thy banks, gentle Tay, when I breath'd 

O the ſoſt Fute, 

To my Clilve's ſweet accents attention fate mute; 

To her rotce with what tranſport I fweii'd che fluw 
train, 

Or retur- dying meaſures in echoes again: 

Little Cupid beat time, and the Graces ardugd 


Taught with even disihens to vary thc bund. 


From my Chloe remov'e when I 0:4 i cemplain, 
And warble ſmooth numbers toſuoth love-fick pain; 
I much alter'd it ſecms as the rifing notes flow, 
And the ſoft-falling flrains how inſipidly ſiow: 

I. will play then no more, for its her voice alone 


Muſt enrapture my ſoul to enliven its tune, 


XXXII. 
RULE BRITANN IA. 


HEN Britain ſirſt, at heaven's command, 


A roſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe, aroſe from out the azure main; 


81 


op 
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This was the charter, the charter cf the land, 
And guardian angels ſang this ſtrain ; 


CHORU 8. 
Rule, Britannia! Britannia, rule the waves! 


Dritons never will be ſlaves! 


he nations (not fo bleſt as thee) 
Malt in their turas to tyrants fall; 
White thou ſhalt flouriſh, great and irce, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, & Go. 


Still more majcitic thalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each fourer;ca ſtroke 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſleics 
Serves but to rout thy native oak. 
Kule, Eritannia, .. 


Thee, haugl.ty tyrants ne'er ſliall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down 
W:l bur a ute thy. er rous flame, 
. ka 2 
Bit werk their wee and thy renown. 


Rule, Britannia, tee 
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To thee belongs the rural reign, 


Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine : 
All thine ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine. 
Rule, Britannia, Ye. 


The muſes ſtill, with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſts repair: 

Bleſt iſle! with matchleſs beauty crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair! 


” 
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XXXIII. 
. 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 


HEPHERDS, I have loſt my love, 
Have you ſeen my Anna, 

Pride of ev'ry ſhady grove, 
Upon the banks of Banna : 

I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain, 

Left my flock, my pipe, my crock. 
Creenwood ſhade, and fountair. 


Rule, Britannia, WI, 


Tc 


1. 
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Never ſhall I fee them more, 
Until her returning, 
All the joys of life are o'er, 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning : 
Whither is my charmer flown ? 
Shepherds tell me whither ? 
Ah! woe for me! perhaps ſhe's gone, 
For ever and for ever. 


US, Þ, >, >, 2, yo, oo 


XIXIV. 
THE ECHOING HORN. 


HE echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away : 
The morning 1s up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſere we feel in purſuing the fox ! 
O'er hill, and o'er valley he flies; 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza ! 
The traitor is ſciz'd on and dies! 


; Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 


Like hacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 


Ho ſireet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 


And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 
F 
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With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy, 
Dull wiſdom all happincts fours ; 


Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ftrew the way over with flow'rs. 


nh .. on >, <> 
XXXV. | 
CUPID's RECRUITING SEKGEANT, 
RECITATITV & 
ROM Papho's iſle, fo fam'd of uid, I come, 


To raife recruits with merry iife and drum; 
The queen of beauty hereby me invites, 


Each nympb and ſwain to teach the ſweet delights; ' 


Obey the call, and ſeek the happy land, 
Where Captain Cupid bears the ſole command. 


Alx. 
Ve nymphs and ye ſwains wlioare blytliſome and gap, 
Attend to the call, and be bleſt while you may: 
Lads and lafſes hither come 
To the found of the drum, 
I've treaſure in ſtore which you never lave ſeen ; 
Then haſte let us rove 
To the iſland of love, 


Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


* 


* 


+4 
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Each nymph of ſixteen who would fain be a wife, 
Shall ſoon have a partner to bleſs her for Efe; 
Then laſſes kither come 
To the ſound of the drum, 
J have ſweet hearts in ſtore, ſuch as never was ſeen. 
Haſte, haſte, let us rove, 
To the iſland of love. 


Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen 


Would a ſwain be but bleſt with a nymph tohis mind, 
Let him enter my lift, and his wiſh he ſhall find, 
I can bleſs him for life 
With a kind loving wife, 
More beautiful far than was nymph ever ſeen. 
Then haſte let us rove, 
To the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


In Paphos, we know of no diſcord nor ſtrife ; 
Each nymph and each ſwain may be happy for life, 
In tranſports and joy 
We each moment employ, 
And tafte ſuch delights as never was feen; 
Then hafte let us rove 
To the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 
F 2 


— 
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XXXVI. 


LOVE IS THE CAUSE OF My. 
MOURNING. 


Va murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherd-ſs lay, 


Befo kind, O ye nymphs, Ioft - times heard her fay, 
Te! Strephon I die, if he paſſes this way, 


And tkat love is the cauſe of my mourning. 


Falſe ſhepkerds, that tell me of beauty and charms, 

Youdeceive me, for Strephon'scold heart never warms | 

Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his arms, 
Ot; Strephon! the cauſe of my mourning. 


But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me godown tothe ſhades below: | 


Ere ye let Strephon know that I have lov'd him fo; 
Then on my pale cheek no bluſhes will ſhow, | 
That love was the cauſe of my mourning. | 


| 


Hereyes were ſcarce cloſed when Jtrephon came by, | 

He thought ſhe'd beenſleeping and ſoftly drewgigh; 

But finding her breathleſs, Oh heav'ns! did he cry, 
Ah Chloris ! the cauſe of my mourning. 


Reftore me my Chloris, ye nymphs, uſe your art, | 
They, ſighing, reply'd,” Twas youreyesſhut the dart, 


þ— # 
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That wonnded the tender young ſuepherdeſs hear. 


And EG the poor Chicris with mourning. 


Ak then is Chloris dead, wounded by me! he ſai: 
I follow thee, chaſte maid downto tne ſilent ihac 
Then on her cold ſnowy breall, leaning his heac 


Lxpir'd tt poor Strephon with mourn.2g. 


PULP UPPER PP LBNL 


XXXVII. 
CYMON AND IPEHIGENX. 


AECITATIVE. 

N EAR a thick grove whoſe deep embow'. 

ſhade, | 
Seem'd molt for love and contemplation made, 
A cryital ſtream, with gentle murmur flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoſt repoſe; 
Thith& retir'd from Phœbus ſultry ray, 
And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon a clown, who never dream'd of love, 
By chaace was ſtumping to the neigh' bring gro; 
He trudg'd along unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 
He gap'd, he ſtar'd, her lovely form ſurvey'sd ; 
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And while with artleſs voice he ſoftly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue; 
"4&0 ke 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the %y, 
Complcats the rural ſcene ; 
Complecats the rural ſcene ; 
Put in thy boſom charming maid, 
All heax'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigenc, 


Too lovely Iphigene. 


RECITA'ILIVE. 


a | 
She wakes, and farts, poor Cymon trembling ſtands 


Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands, 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 
Where honovur's preſent, ſure no danger's near: 
Half rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 

O Cymon, if it's you, I necd not rife, 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain ; 

| Purſue thy way and let me ſlecp again: 

The clown tranſported was not ſilent long ; 


But thus with extacy purſu'd his ſong ; 


: 
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AIX. 
Thy jetty locks that careleſs breaæ, 


In wanton ringlets down thy neck; 


Thy love inſpiring mein; 
Thy love inſpiring mein: 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of inow, 
"And taper ſhape inchant me to, * 
I die for Iphigene, 


| I dic for Iphigene. 


RECITATIY EZ, 
Amaz'd ſhe liſtens, nor can trace froꝛa whence, 
The former cloud is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe ; 
She gazes, finds him comel, tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his awkward gait, 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
Thus mighty love cou'd teach a clown to plead. 


And nature's language fure!t will ſucceed. 


I.ove's a pure, a ſacred fire, 


kindling gentle chaſte defire 


Leve can rage it{clf controul, 
And elevate the human ſoul, 


And ovate the human foul. 


$-4%> 
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Depriv'd of that our wretched tate, 
Had made our hves of too long Cate ; 
Bleft with beauty and with love, 
Pleſt with beauty and with love, 


We taſte what angels do above, | 


What angels do above. 
UND DULL LO ON DN 


XXXVII. 
A HUNTING SONG. 


HEN Phaebusthetopsof the hills does adorn, 

How ſweet isthe ſound of the echoing horn; 
When the anteling ſtag is rouz'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 


And thinks he has left us behind on the plain; | 
But ſtill we purſue, and now comes ia view of the | 


glorious game. | | 


O ice how again ke rears up his head, 
And winged with fear he redoubles his ſpeed, 
But ah! "tis in vain, 'tis in vain that he flies; 
That his eyes loſe the huntſman, hisearsloſethecries, 
For now his ſtrength fails him he heavily flies, 
And he pants, till with well ſcented hounds ſur- 
rounded he dies. 
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XXXIX. 
| SWEET ROBIN. 


AY, little fooliſh flutt'ring thing, 

| 5 Whither, ah ! whither would you wing 
Your airy flight ; 

Stay here, and ſing, 

Your miſtreſs to delight. 

No, no, no, 

Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go: 

Where, you wanton, could you be, 


n, Half ſo happy as with me. 
5 eee 
| XL. 
he | A FAVOURITE SONG, 


ERE I a ſhepherd's maid to keg 
On yonder plains a flock of ſheegy 
Well pleas'd i'd watch the live long day, 
My ewes to feed, my lambs at play: 
Or would fome bird that pity bring; 
„ But for a moment lend its wing, 


My parents they might rave and ſcold, 
r- | My guardians ſtrive my will to hold; 
G 
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Their words are harſh, theſe walls are high, 


But ſpight of all away I'd fly, 
But ſpight of all away, Sc. 


> Dy > => >=, 
ALE 
DIMPLED BOY 


OME thou roſy dimpled boy. 
Source of every heart · feit joy, 

Leave the bliſsſul bow'r a while 
Paphos and the Cyprian if. 

Vifit Briton's rocky ſhors: : 

Britons do thy povr'r adore ; 
Britons hardy bold and free, 

Own thy laws and yield to thee. 


CHORUS. 
Source of every heart-fclt joy, 
Come thou roſy dimpled boy. 
Source of every heart-felt joy, 
Come thou roſy dimpled boy. 


Haſte to Syivia haſt away, 

This is thine and Hymen's day, 

Bid her thy ſoft rites prepare, 

And bid her thy ſoft bondage wear : 


— 
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Let the nymph with many a flow'r 
Deck the ſacred nuptial bow'r ; 
Hither lead the lovely fair, 

And let Hymen too be there. 


CHOLUS. 
This 1s thine and Hymen's day, 
Haſte to Sylvia haſte away, 
This iSthine and Hymen's day, 
Haite to Sylvia haite away, 


Let us love aad let us live, 

Love alone can pleaſure give ; 
Pomp and pow'r and tinſel ſtate, 
Tnoſe falſe pageants of the great, 
Crowns and ſceptres envied things, 
And the pride of eaſtern kings, 
Are but childiſh empty toys ; 
When compar'd to love's true joys. 


CHORUS, 
Love alone can pleaſure give, 
Let us love, and let us live, 


Love alone can pleaſure give, 


Let us love and let us live. 


G 2 
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XLII. 
PRUDENCE. 


* HO' prudence may preſs me, 
And duty diſtreſs me, 
Againk inclination, ah! what. can they do. 
No longer à rover 
His follies are over, 


My hcart, my fond lic art fays my Henrys true 


The bee thus as changing, 


From ſweet, to ſweet ranging, 


A roſe ſhould he licht on, ne'er wiſhes to ſtray; 


With rapture poſting, 
In ev'ry one bleſſing, 
Till torn from her boſom he flies far away. 


Wo, Þ» © >> ©} 


XLII. 
SWEET ANN IF. 


8 Annie ſlowly left the ſhore, 
were Damon climb'd the veſſel's ſide; 
Alas ! my heart knows home no more, 


Since Damon's toſs'd along the tide : 
Yet Ca + Tort ſtill faithſul prove, 
For faithful ever is my ſwain; 


F. 


. 


* 
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Abſent he thiaks on Annie's love, 


And forciga beauties Charm in veils 


His gold let wealthy Strephon ſhow, 
Aud the lnouth art of flatt'r7 try; 
And praiſe the poliih of lis brow, 
Likcuiſe the luſtre of mine eye. 
Vis tough to diſlant regions borue, 
Iv luver rides the awful deep, 
" wait and hope for his return, 


And al my heart for Damon keep. 


No more, falſe Corydon ! no more 
For Annie frame the luriug lay; 
Yeur Danon would be troubled fore, 
Did you his confidence betray, 
Your luring lays are all in vain, 
Your falſe deſigns diſgrace your art; 
But melting fweert is Damon's ſtrain, 


| Els train beſpeaks the faithful heart. 


O! ſmile, ye ſcies! around my love 
Geutly, ye proſp'rous breezes! blow; 
Far off, ye ſavage ſtorms ! remove, 


Nor cloud my ſuture days with woe. 


54 The CEEARFUL COMPANION. 


Full long, alas! will be his lay, 
Put let me not at Fate repine ; 
I' keep my heart, and wait the day 

When Damon ſhall again be mine. 


XLIV. 
THE GENERAL TOAST. 


ERE's to the maiden of baſhful fifteen, 
Ard, here's to the widow of fifty ; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. 


CHORUS. 
Let the toaſt paſs, drink to the laſs, 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir, 
And, here's to the maid with a pair of black eyes, 
And, here's to her that's but one, Sir. | 
Let the toaſt paſs, Ec. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom as ſnow, 
Ard to her that is brown as a berry ; 


Le 


Bu 


c. 
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And here's to the wiſe with a face full of woe, 


And here's to the girl that's merry. 
Let the toaſt paſs, c- 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be ncat, 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather ; 
But fill the pint bumper up to the brim, 
And let us een toalt them together. 
Let the toaſt paſs, Oc. 


5 . 
RUSSEL's TRIUMPH. 


HURSDAY, in the morn the nineteenth of 
May, 
Recorded for ever the famous ninety-two, 
Brave Ruſſel did diſcern, by dawn of day, 
The lofty fail of France advancing now: 


All hands aloft, aloft, let Engliſh valour ſhine, 


Let fiy the Culverin, the ſignal for the line 
Let every hand ſupply the gun, 
Follow me, and you'll ſee, 
That the battle will be ſoon begun. 
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Tourville on the main triumphant rowld, 

To mect thegallant Ruſſel in combat on thedeey, 
He led a noble train of heroes bold, | 

To ſiuk the Engliſh Admiral at his feet. 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth aſpire. | 
The bloody fight's begun the fea is all on fire; 
And mighty fate ſtood looking on, | 

Whilſt a flood all of Llood, | 
Fill'd the ſcuppcrs of the riſing Sun. | 


Sulphur, ſmoak, and fire, diſturbing the air, 
Withthunderand wonderaZright the Gallic ſhore; 
Their regulated bands ſtood trembling near, 
To ſee the lofty ſtreamers now no more : 
At fix o'clock, the Red, the ſmiling victors led, 
To give a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow : | 
Now death and horror equal reign, 
Now they cry, run and die, 
Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 


a. DAM. ae 


Sce thcy fly, amaz'd, thro” rocks and ſands, 
One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands, 
The nyzaphs and ſea- gods mourn their loſt eſtats 


WI 


| 


8 


- 
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For evermore adieu, thou dazzling riſing Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate begun : 
Enough, thou mighty God of War : 
Now we ſing, bleſs the King 


Let us drink to every Britiſh Tar. 


COON EUN UN WP UNDER PEN 


X LVL 
THE CUCKOO. 


HEN daiſies py'd, and vi'lets blue, 
And Cuckoo-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady-ſmocks all ſilver white, 
Do paint the meadows with delight; 


CHORUS. 
The cuck99, then, oa ev'ry tree, 
Mocks married men, for thus ſings he, 
Cuckoo! cuckoo! O word of fear, 
Uapleaſing to a married ear. 


"When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws 


And merry larks are plowmen's clocks : 
When. turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleack their ſummer ſmocks ; 
H 
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CHORU $ 
The cuckoo, then on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks married men, Sc. 


GD, hh > 2, SS,» 0 


XLVII. 
"A FAVOURITE SONG. 
H! how fall I, in language wear, 
_ My ardent paſſion tell, 
Or from my fault ring tongue to ſpealc, 
That cruel word, farewell ; 
Farewell ---but know, though thus we part, 
My thoughts can never itray : 
Go where I will my conſtant heart 


Mult with my charmer ſtay. 
LEES AT AF. 
XLVIII. $ 

FLORA AND THE ROSE, 
A CAN = A 1 A. 
- 

T HEN Hora ver the garden ſtray'd, 

And every blooming ſwect furvey's, 
As o'er the new dipt flow'rs ſhe hung; 


Thus wrapt in joy ſhe fondly ſung, 


hs. 
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The early ſnow drop, primroſe pale, 
The tulip gay, the lily fair, 
Each flow'r that loads the ſcented gale 
Deferves their Flora's tender care. 
Deſerves their Flora's tender care, 
But none of Summer's gaudy pride, 
Such ſeetneſs, breath, or charms Ci{cloſe, 
As that dear flow'r that blooms beſide, 
None pleaſes like the bluſhing roſe, 


As that dear flow'r, &c. 


The balmy Zephyrs round thee play, 
And golden ſuns exert their pow'r 

To bring thy beauties to the day, 
And make thee Flora's fav'rite flow'r, 


And make thee Flora's fav'rite flow'r. 


A garland gay the nymphs and Swains 
May make from ev'ry ſweet that grows, 

And meaner things may pleaſe the plains, 
But thou art mine, thou lovely Roſe. 
And meaner things, &c. 
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XL. f L 
THE BIRES OF IMNVERMAY | 4 


| 7 II ſmiling morn, the Woomng ſpring, 


| Invite the chearfa! Eirils to fing ; v 
| Ard white they warble from vach ſpran, | T 
Love melts the univerſal lay; | C 
Let ua, AmanrCa2, timely wi, ＋ 
Like them improve the hour that flics, 14 

And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 14 

Amang the birks of Invermay, ry 

For ſoon the winter of the year, 

And age, life's winter, will appear; I. 

At this thy lively bloom will fade, | T1 

As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade ; FI 

Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, | Tv 

The feather'd ſongſters pleaſe no more; | 4 

And when they droop and we decay, K 

Adicu the birks of Invermay. i& 


The lav'rocks now and lintwhites ſing, 
The rocks around wi' echoes ring, | 
The mavis and the blackbird vie | 
In tunefu” ſtrains to glad the day; 
The woods now wear their ſummer ſults, ] 
To mirth a' naturc now invites; 


— _ 


2 


— ————— 
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Let us be bl ytbſome then aud gase, 


Amang the birxs of Iuvermay. 


Dehiolc the hills and vales around, 
Wien lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
Tue wanten F1Gs and friſking lambs 
Gamby! and dance about their dam: ; 
Ic buſy bees with humming nuticy 
Find u' the reptile Kind rejoice; 

Let us, like the.n, then fing aud play 


About the bir Es of Invermav. 


Hark tow the watzr*, as they fa“, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs ca“; 
Tur wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
Aud bihes play thr..ughout the ftreams ; - 
The circling fun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance; 
Let us as jovial be as they 
Amang tLe birks of Invermay. 


Www », = . . . . r 


L. 
HEs AYE A KISSING ME. 


] WINNA marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee, 
I wiaca marry ony man but Sandy o'er che lee; 
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I winna hae the dominve, for £240 he canna' be; I 
But 1 will kae my Sandy lad, my Caudy o'er the let, 


For he's aye a-kifüng, kiting, aye a-killng me 


| 8 
I vinna hae the mini ler, fen a' his codly looks, “ 
) i 
1 
Nor vet will I thelawyerhac, for his wylic crooks | V 
I winna hae the pioughman lad, nor pet will | the | 0 
Yer | 7 
oi! & > — 3 
But pn aac my Sand: 5 iad, without as enny filter, | | 
For he's aye a-kiſung, .. | 
. * 
. . A 
I wiznahaetkeſodgerlad, for he gangs to tac war, 
; | : * 
J winna hae the failor- lad, becauſe he ſmells ar, _ 
* . . «v4 © 150 
I wiana hae tlie lord nor laird, for a* their meikkf 
4 { N. 
geur, 
: - Ca 
But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the wi 
For ne*s aye a-kiſſing, . 
ö 
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LI. En 
MY DOGS AND MY GUN. 


VERY mertal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues} My 
Some to White's run for play, ſome to Bat 


ſon's for news; | My 
To Shutter's droll phiz others thunder applauſe f <,. 
And ſome triflers delight to bear Nichols's noi 


o 


- 
* 
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But ſuch idle amuſements Ii carefully ſuun, 


And my pleaſures coaliac to my dogs and my gun. 


goon as Phœbus has finiſh'd his ſummer's carecr, 

And his maturing aid bleſt the huſbandman's care; 
When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harve:t home, 
Aud, their labours being o' er, are at leiſure to roam; 
From the noiſe of the town and its follics 1 run, 


And Irange o'er the ſiclds with my dogs and my gun. 


When my pointers around me all carefully ſtand, 
And none dares to ſtir, but the dog I command; 
When the covey he ſprings, and | bring down my bird, 
i've a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can aſſord: 
No pallime nor pleaſure tliat's under the ſun, 


Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun. 


When the covey I ve thinn'd, to the woods I repair, 
And I bruſh thro? the thickets devord of all fear; 
There [ exerciſe freely my levelliag ſkill, 
Andwithpheaſantsand woodcocks my bag oſten fill; 
For death (where Ifindthcm) they ſeldom can ſhun, 
My dogs are ſo ſure and ſo fatal my gun. 


% . 
My ſpaniels ne*cr babble, they're under command; 


& ef . 
dome range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt at hand: 
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Whenawoodcock they fluſn ora pheaſant they ſpring 
With heart-chearing notes how they make the woods 
ring ; | 


Then for muſic let Fribbles to Racelagh run, | 


— 


My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


When at night we chat over the ſports of the day, 
And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoils lay, | 
Then I think of my friends and to each ſend a part; | 
For my friends to oblige is the pride of my heart | 
Thus the vices of town and its follies I'll ſhun, 


And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


WE DUNN NG Wu 


LIL. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. | 


Td ELIEVE my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart you've won; | 
Bylieve my vows to you fincere, | 


Or, Peggy, I'm undone. 


You ſay I'm falſe, and apt to change 
At ev'ry face that's new : 

Ot all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I nel er lov'd one but you. 


x 
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My heart was like a lump of ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eye, 
And then it kindled in a trice, 
A flame that ne'er can die. 


Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's true : : 
Of all the girls I ever faw 


[ we'er lov'd one like you. 


2 <>», 2, yy yy yy By, 


LI. 
DASSY BELL AND MARY GRAY. 


0 Beſſy Beil and Mary Gray, 
+ hey war” twa benny laſcrs, 
They bigged a bowir on yon burn brae 


And thecr ed it o'er vil ratkes. 


* 3 * or” - p# N ? P 1 * * 2 . . 
Fair 222457 Bull | Loos Tvelireenw, 
= 
\ b. 7 ET . y * - . y y - * 
Anton ntl [ ne er could alter: 


Tut Vary Cray's twa pawky eca, 


ex : 3 * 
Thev gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſfy's halr's like a lint-tap, 


She ſiles ike a May me raing, 


1 
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When Phœbus ftarts fra: Thetis“ lap, 
The hills with rays adorning : 

White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waiſt and feet fu' genty ; 

Wich ilka grace ſhe can command; 


Her lips, .O wow ! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 


Her een like diamonds glances ; 


She's ay ſae clean, red. up and bras, 


She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 

She blooming, tight, and tall is; 
And guides her airs fac grace fu' ſtill, 

O Pore, ſhe's like thy Palla-. 


Dear Beſſy Bell an] Mary Cray, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 

Our fancies jee between you two, 
Ye are fie bonny bonny laſies 

Wae's me! for baith I canng get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented; 


Then I'll dra cats, and tak” my ate, 


And be with ane contente l. 


. 


„ 
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LIV. 
A SONG IN DIANA. 


ITH horns and with hounds I v-aken the 
VF as 
And hie to the woodland walks away ; 

I tuck up my robe, and am buſcin'd ſoon, 

And tic to my forehead a wexing moon: 

I courſe the cet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 

And chaſe the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks; 
With ſhouting, and hooting, we pierce thro” the ſky, _ 
And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 


US, Þ», >, >, ©, 2, ©, 2, 


LV. 
DEIL TAE THE WARS. 


ELL tak” the wars that hurried Billy from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 
They made him captain ſure to undo me; 


Woe's me he'll ne'er return. 


A thouſand loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will run, 
Day and night I did invite him, 
To ſtay at home from ſword and gun. 
I 2 
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I us'd alluring graces, 
With muckle kind embraces, 
Now fighing, then crying, tears dropping fall; 
And had he my ſoft arms, 
Preferr'd to wars alurms, | 
My love grovn mad, all wack my benny lad, | 


* 


i fear in my fit I had granted all. 


I waſki'd and I pateli'd, to mas? me loo provoking, 
Snares that they told me wou!'d catci the men, 
And on my head a huge com mode fat poking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again; | 
For a new gown too I paid muckle money, | 
Which with golden flow'rs did ſhine ; | 
My love weil might think me gay and benny, 
No Scots laſs was e*er ſo fine. 
My petticoat I ſpotted, 
Fringe too with thread I knotte:!, 
Lace ſhoes, and filk hoſe, garter full over knee; 
But oh! the fatal thought, | 
To Billy theſe are nought ; 
Who rode to town, and rifled with dravoons, 
When he, ſilly loon, might have plunder'd me. 


— 
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A FAVOURITE SONS. 


SUNG IN THE DVU ER RA. 


I ne*'cr cou'd 1:ure you; 


r though your tongue no, promile chum'd, 


HB TAD I a heart for falſchood fram'd 
ko 


Your charms wou d make me true: 


To vou no ſoul ſhail bear dece:t, 


Hd 2 * 1 Th "or ron; 
En Send in al the ag'd you'll meet, 
and lots in the young. 


a” . 


y . 5 2 ” TEES 
1 4 nen das Y 10 rn Sat 3 JU ave Weſt 
Another with your heart, 
Fern na ine ne uw 
1 ne u Did «6 i: 717 1g 1 nlons ue, 
And act a brother's part; 


Then lady drcad not their deccit, 


Nor fear to ſuſſer wrong: 
For friends in al the ag'd you'll meet 


And lovers in the young. 
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EVIL. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


SUNG IN ARTAXERKXES. 


ATER, parted from the fen. 
May increafe the river's tide, 
To the bubbling fount may flve, 
Or tro” fertile valleys glide, 
Though, in fearch of 15% repoſe, 
Through the land "tis ſree to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 


] 


Fy v*©x% * ft P 
Jill it reach its native home. 
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LVIII. 
CUPID, GOD OF LOVE. 


UPID, God of Love and Joy, 
Wanten roſy winged boy, 
Guard her heart from all alarms, 


Bring her deck'd in all her charms. 
Bluſhing, panting, ty my arms. 


All the heaven I aſk below, 
Is to uſe the darts and bow, 
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Could I have them in my pow'r, 
One ſweet {miling happy hour, 


One iweet woman I'd ſecure. 


he's the firſt which Venus malle, 
With her graces full array d; 
When fhe treads the velvet ground 
We fecl the zone with which ſhe's bound, 


All is paradiſe around. 
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H lappy a ſlate does a miller poſſeſs, 
Whowou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſal 
Cn his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court: 


t. 


Wuich is better than ſervilely cringing at cou 


What tho” he all duſty and wluten'd does go, 
+ ke more he's bepowcer'd the mere like a beau: 
A clown in his Crefſs may be hencſter fr 

Than a courti-r who ſtruts in his garter ard ſtar 


1 han a corrtier who rats u 2 GS; artery and tar. 
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Tho hishandsare ſodaubꝰ d they're not ſit to be ſeen, 
The hands of his betters are not very clean; 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal; 

Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal; 
Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal, 


What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He crips, without ſcruple, from other mens ſacks, 
Is this a right nuble example he brags, 

Vaio borrow as freely from other mens bags: 


Vino borrow as freely from other mens bags. 


Cr hould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 

I:: this too he'd mimic the tools cf the ſtate, 
Thoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 

And all his concern's to bring gri't to his mill: 


And all his conccrn's to Uring griit to his mull, 


He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he”: dry, 
And down when he's weary contented doth lye; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing : 


If ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king ? 


I! ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king? 


811 
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LX. 
THE HAPPY PAIR. 


OW bleft has my time been ! what days have 
I known 
Since wedlock's {oft bondage made ſeſſy my own ! 
80 joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain. 
That freedom, Oc. 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often weſtray 

Around us, our boys and girls frolic and play; 

How pleafing their ſport is, the wanton ones ſee, 

And borrow their looks from my Jeſſy and me, 
And borrow, c. 


To try her ſweet temper oft-times am I ſcen 

In the revels all day with the nymphs of the green; 

Tho” painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, 

And meets me at night with compliance and ſmiles, 
And meets, &c. 


What tho' on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 


Hereaſe and good · humour bloom allthe yearthrough 
K 
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Time {il}, as he Bice, adds i. Crea to her truth, 


Andgixes to ler mind what hie eals from her youth, 


Le ſnepherds io gya make 1472 to enſnare, 
And cheat with Elie vows ihe ton cr ulous fait; 
In ſearch of tru: picature, now va.iily you roam | 
To hald it for life, you mul find ? at home ; 

2 
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NAN OF THEN ALE. 


N a ſmail pleaſant village by nature com pleat, 
Ot a fow honeſt Peatlats the ; retreats 
There liv'd 2 young laſs of fo ioveir a me 
3 ſeldom at ball vr at courts can ba feen: 
As ſeidom at 
The ſweetdamaſit roſe wes full blown on her cherk; 
The lilly èiſplay'd all its white en her nee!; : 


Sv I +5 $4. 


Tue lads of the village ail ſ.rove to pre 


— 


And call* d hier y iti u rag dure 275 cr ki 58 91 20 We. 
Firſt poor Hodge ſpoke Eis phon 1:2 qu. te ont d 
breath, 


Cryingwounds he cy did hugherand kiſsher to deatl. 
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And Dick with her beauty was ſo much poſſeſs'd, 
I hat he loatl.' d his foud, and abandon'd his reſt ; 
Vut {he could find nothin” in them to endear, 

vo ſert each away with a fea in his ear, 

And fiid no ſuch boobies could tell a love tale, 
Or bring to compliance ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


Fill young Roger the ſmarteſt of all the gay green, 


Who late on a frolick to London had been; 
Came back much improx'd in his air and addreſs, 
And boidiv attack'd her, nor fearing ſucceſs : 


He ſaid heay'n form'd ſuch frweet lips to be kiſs'd, 


And preſs'd her ſo eloſe that ſhe could not reſiſt: 


Ile ſhew'd the dull clowns the right way to aſſail, 
And brought to his withes ſweet Nan of the Vale. 
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LXII. 
BONNY LASS LIE IN A BARRACK. 


BONNY laſs will you lie ia a Barrack, 


And marry a Goger, and carry his wallet. 
Yes I will go and think no more on it, 


il marry my Harry and carry his wallet : 
I'll neither aſk leave of my minnie or daddie, 
But off and away with my Soger laddie. 
K 2 
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O bonny laſs will you go a campugning, 

Will you ſuſſer the harèſuips of battle and famine, 

When fainting and bleeding, O could you dray 
near me, 

And kindly ſupport me, and tenderly chear me. 


O yes I will go through theſe evils you mention, 
And twenty times more if you had the invention; 
Neither hunger, nor cold, nor danger alarms me, 


While I have my Soldier, my deare{t to charr me. 


PB PP UN IRON 


LXIII. 
SWEET WILLY, O, 


HE pride of all Nature was ſweet Willy O, 
The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O; 
The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plains, 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


He ſung it ſo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 
He ſung it, Cc. 
He melted each maid, 
So ſkilful he play'd, 
No Shepherd e'er pip'd like the ſweet Willy O, 


All 


He 


To 


— 


_ 
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| All nature obey'd kim the ſweet Willy O, 


All nature, Ec. 
Wherever he came, 
Whatever had name, 


Whenever lie ſang follow'd ſweet Willy O. 


He womd be a Soldier the ſweet Willy O, 
Fe would, Sc. 
When arm'd in the geld 
With ſword and with ſhield, 

The laurt! was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd them while living the ſweet Willy O, 
He ckarm'd Ze. 
And when Willy dy'd, 
"Twas nature that figh'd, 


To part with her all in the ſweet Willy O. 


LXIV. 
IN INFANCY. 


N Infancy our hopes and fears, 


Were to cach other known, 
No ſordid intereſt then appears, 
Affection rules alone: 
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As Frieadſhip r.nen'd with our youth, 
The frat was gather'd there, 
Bright waGom and fair blooming truth, 
Zubſided ev'ry care. 
* 
! happy more than lia ppy ilate, . 
Where hear's ore twin'd ia one, 
Dt ew (ſo rigid is our fate, ) 
( 
Lay werr the tender crown, 
By one rude touch the roſes fall, 
And all their beautics fade, 
PO oo ak. =» wand Wits 11 
In vain we ſigh in vain we call, 


Too late ic human aid. 
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* b 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Dawn of hope my ſoul revi-cs, 
And baniſhes deſpair ; 
If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of niglit, 
My tender grief remove ; 

Oh! ſend ſome chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Mt. 


| 


Tue CHEARFUL COMPANION. 9 


Tus, in the ſceret friendiy ſhade, 
The penſize Celia rurn'd, 
Thile court; echo leut her aid, 


And 2: for gh return d. 


_ " on . ' 
Wing, ſudden, Damon's well-I aan face, 
Nach ritng ſcar diſarms, 

3 * rer EF 2 oP t } 1 er 97 * .- *,> 
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She fins into his arms. 
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LEVI. 
IE BIRD. 


"I; 


> 4& 


3 i 1 bird that hears ner neſtlings cry, 
And flies abroad for food, 
| Returns impatient through the iy. 
To nurſe the callow brace ; 
Tie tender mother knows no 3075 
Put bodes a thouſands harms, 
And tickens for the darling boy, 


Wulle abſent-frum her arms. 


ch fondneſs with impatieace join'd, 
My faithful boſom fires ;; 


ow forc'd to leave my fair bchizd, 


The queea of my deſircs. 
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The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All ſmilies are vain, 

To fee how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain. 


The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd 
For heav'n and joys divine, 
The faint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm\than mine. 
I take what liberty I dare, 
Twere impious to fay more; 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
The goddeſs I adore. 
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LXVII. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


I ſetting day and riſing morn, 
With ſoul that ſtill ſnall love thee, 

Pl aſk of heav'n thy ſafe return, 

With all that can improve thee. 
I'll vifit oft the birken buſh, 

Where firit you kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 

Whilſt round thou did enfold me. 


Te 


As 


It 


, 


To all our haunts thou didſt repair, 
By green-wood, ſhaw or fountain ; 
Or chere thy ſummer's day I'd ſhare, 
With you upon yon mountain : 
There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, 
With thoughts unfergn'd and tender ; 
By vows you're mine, my love is yours, 


My hcart, which cannot wander. 
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LXVIII. 
THE LINNETS. 


$ bringing home the other day, 
Two linnets 1 had ta'en, 
The pretty warblers feem'd to pray 
For liberty again, 


Unkeedful of their plaintive notes 
I fang acroſs the mead ; 


la vain they tun'd their downy throats, 
And flutter'd to be freed. 


As paſſing through the tufted grove, 
Near which my cottage ſtood, 

I thought I ſaw the queen of love, 
When Chlora's charms I view'd, 


L 


/ 
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I gaz'd, I lov'd, I preſs'd her ftay 


To hear my tender tale ; 


But all in vain, ſhe fled away, W. 

Nor could my ſighs prevail. 1 

Ce: 

Soon through the wound which love had made ; 

Came pity to my breaſt ; Ah 

And thus [, as compaſſion bade, 
The feather'd pair addreſs'd : 

Ye little warblers chearful be, | Th 

Remember not ye flew ; 

For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, Bu 

Am far more caught than you. _ 
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LXIX. Yo 

SUSANNA. 

8 WAS when the ſeas were roaring, H 

- With hollow blaits of wind, 

A damſel lay deploriag, 2 

All on a rock reclin'd. | 

Wide o'er the foaming billows, No 

She caſt a wiſhful look ; | : 

Her head was crown'd with willows To 

That trembled o'er the brook. 
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Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days ; 

Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didit thou truſt the ſeas ? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 
And let my lover reſt ; 

Ah! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breaſt ? 


The merchant, rob'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts with deſpair ; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To loſing of my dear? 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ? 
Why then, beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes the rocks diſcover 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 
L 2 
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Thus melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear; 
Repaid each bliſt with fghing, 
Each billow with a tcar: 
When o'er the white waves ſlooping, 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpied ; 
Then, like a lily Ercoping, 
She bow'd her head —a: d died. 


.. . rere. 


LXX. 
SONG IN LOVE IN A VILLAGE 


TILL in hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn flame I try, 
Swear this moment to forget her, 


And the next my cath deny. 


Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave ; 

Then, relapſing, fly to meet her 
And confeſs myſelf her flave. 
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LXXI. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


USG IN Eliza. 


fond ſhepherds of late were fo bleft, 
Their fair nymplis were fo happy aud gay, 
That each night they went faftly to reſt, 
Ard they merrily tung through the day: 
But ah! what a ſcene muſt appear! 
Mud the ſweet rural paſtime be cer ! 
Shall the taor no more ſtrike m ear? 


Shall the dance on the green be no more? 


Mut the fucks from their paſtures be led? 
Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopt in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? 
| Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, 
And fhall commerce grow ſick of the tide ? 
Muſt religiun expire on the ground, 
Ard hut, virtue fink down by her fide ? 
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LXXII. 
SONG IN LOVE IN A VILLAGE. 


ET rakes and libertines, reſign'd 
To ſenſual pleaſures, range: 
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Here all the ſex's charms I find, 


And ne'er can cool ur change. 


Let vain coquettes and prudes conceal 
What molt their hearts defire : 
With pride my paſſion I reveal; 


Oh! may it ne'er expire. 


The fun ſhall ccaſe to ſpread its ligbt, 
The {tars their orbits leave, 

And fair creation fink in night 
When I my dear decrixe. 
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A FAVOURITE SONG. 


HE lark's ſhrill notes awake the morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn ; 
The yellow-harveſt, free from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy Farmer's toll ; 
The flowing bowl ſucceeds the flai}, 
O'er which he tells the j::cund tale. 
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LXXIV. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


CHORUS, 


| The days when I was young, 
When J laugh'd at fortune's ſpite, 
Talk'd of love all the day long, 


And with nectar crown'd the night. 


Then it was old father, Care, 
Little reck'd 1 of thy frown ; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the ret a bumper drown. 
O! the days, Oe. 


Truth they ſay lives ia a well, 
Why, I vow, I ne'er cou'd fee ; 4 

Let the water-driakers tell, | 
There it always lay for me. 1 
O! the days, Oc. 


For, when ſparkling wine went round, | 
Never faw I falſchood's mall: ; 

But ſtill honeſt truth I found 
At the bottom of each flaſk. 


O! the days, ©. 
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True, at length my vigour's flown, 
I have years to bring decay; 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey. 
O! the days, Tra 


Yet old Jerome thou may'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire; 
Still beneath thy age's froſt, 
Glow's a ſpark of youthful fire. 
O! the days, O. 
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LXXV. 
ROSLIN CASTLE. 


FWas in that ſeaſon of the year, 
When all things gay and ſweet appear, 
That Colin, with the morning ray, 
Aroſe and ſung his rural lay; 
Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 
While Roſlin caſtle heard the ſwain, 
And echo'd back the chearful ftrain. 


Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring 
With rapture warms, awake and ſing ; 


» 
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Awake, and join the vocal throng, 
And hail the morning with a ſong ; 
To Nanny raiſe the chearful lay, 


O bid her haſte and come away ; 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 


And add new graces to the morn. 


O hark, my love, on every ſpray 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay ; 
Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong ; 
Then let my raviſh'd notes ariſe, 

For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 


And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my ſoul with iweet alarms. 


O come, my love, thy Colin's lay, 
With rapture calls, O come away : 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine, 
Around that modeſt brow of thine ; 
O hither haſte, and with thee bring, 
That beauty, blooming like the ſpring, 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 
And charm this raviſn'd heart of mine. 


M 
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LXXVIL 
THE INVITATION. 


ITHER haſte ye nymphs and ſwains, 
Quit your flocks and quit your plains ; 
Friends to country or to court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport, 
Ever wclcome to our chear, 
Welcome every friend that's here. 


Sprightly widows come away, 
Laughing dames and virgins gay, 
Little pretty fluttering miſſes, 
Smiling hopes of future bliſſes, 
Ever welcome to our feaſts, 


Welcome dear delightful gueſts. 


Be it peace, or be it war, 

Both or either I don't care; 

What my jovial friend have you, 
Or I, with peace or war to do. 
Ever welcome to our chear, 
Welcome, welcome all friends here, 


Comus jeſting, muſic charming, 
Wine inſpiring, beauties warming; 
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Rage and war and party dies, 
Peace returns and diſcord flies; 
Emblem of the joys above, 
Welcome rapture, welcome love. 
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LXXVII. 
H 


A PASTORAL, 


M 7" banks are all furniſn'd with becs, 
Vitvſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with ſheep ; 
I icldom have met with a loſs, 

Such health do my fountains beſtow; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 

Where the hare bells and violets grow, 

Where the kare bells and violets grow. 


1 have found out a gift for my fair, 
[ have found where the wood- pigeons breed: 
But let me that plunder forbear ; 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous deed, 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 
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I lov'd her the more when I heard 


Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs, c. 


But where does my Phillida ftray ? 

And where are her grots and her bov;'rs ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle, as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 

But their love is not <qual to mine. 
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LXXVIII. 
JAMIE GAY. 


S Jamie Gay gang'd blithe Lis way, 
Along the banks of Tweed ; 
A. bonny laſs, as ever was, 
Came tripping o'er the mead : 
The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'sd : 
And full of glee, as lad could be, 


Beſpake the pretty maid. 
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Dear laſſy tell, why by thineſell 


Thou hat'ly wand'reit here? 

My ewcs, ſhe cry'd, are ſtray ing wide; 
Can'ſt tell me laddy where? 

To town I'll hie, he made reply, 
Some meikle ſport to ſee; 

But thou'rt ſo ſweet, fo trim and neat, 
IU ſcek the ewes with thee. 


She gae'm her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
But lik'd the youth's intent; 

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went; 

The birds ſang ſweet the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around; 

And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 


And joys which lovers crown'd. 


And now the ſun had role to noon, 


(The zenith of his pow'r, ) 

When to a {hade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour : 

The bonny lad, row'd in his plaid, 
The laſs who ſcurn'd to frown ; 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 
And ke to gang to town. 
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LXXIX. 
MAY-EVE. 


<UNG AT VAULEHALL. 


HE ſilver moon's enamour'd beams 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanton with the winding ftrearas, 
And kiſs reflected light : 
To courts begone | heart - ſootliiiig Ceep. 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait. 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May. 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all &ccl.r: 
The promis'd May when fee, 

Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouze yon nodding grove, 

Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love. 
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At ker approach the lark miſtakes, 

And quits the new-dreſs'd green: 
Fond birds, tis not the morning breaks, 


"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blithſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves difportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay, 

Tul May, ia morning-robe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin-queen: 

The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 


« H:zre's Kate of Aberdeen!“ 
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LXXX. 
REYNO's TOMB. 


Tune, BIRKS OF ENDERMAY, 


A o'er the mountain's graſſy ſide 
Brave Fingal chac'd the flyiag deer, 
One at the tomb of Reyno dy'd; 
The hero paus'd, and wip'd a tear. 


He lean'd upon the moſs-grown lone, 
Once ſoremoſt in the chace, he faid, 
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« Thy ſports are ended now, my ſon ! 
« At reſt, in the dark houſe thou'rt laid. 


& Now, when th” enliv'ning ſhell goes round, 


« Among the brave in Cromla's hall, 
&« My boy ſhall there no more be found, 
Nor anſwer his old Father's call! 


& Thy conqueſts all, alas! are o'er; | 
No more thou'lt face the haughty foe ; 
& Nor, when he flies, purſue him more: 
© The ſtrang limb'd warrior is laid low. 


&« Thy ſtone, ſoon hid amongſt the graſs, 

&« (Ev'n as the graſs remembrance dies,) 
4 The feeble, careleſs o'er ſhall paſs, 

« Nor know that there the mighty lies 


The hero ſpoke—and, with a ſigh, 
Retiring mourn'd the hapleſs brave, 
Who like the mean inglorious lie, 
No more remember'd in the grave. 


„ 


LXXXI. 
OSCAR's GHOST. 


Tune, ROSLIN CASTLE. 


| 0 See that form that faintly gleams, 
It's Oſcar come to chear my dreama, 


| On wings of wind he flies away; 

O! ſtay my lovely Ofcar, ſtay. 

Wake Oſſian, laſt of Fingal's line; 

And mix thy tears and fighs with mine-: 
Awake the harp to doleful lays, 

And ſooth my foul with Ofcar's praiſe. 
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LXXXII. 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 
BY Di Arne. 


Hen. ye birds, your am'rous tales 
| Purling rills, in filence move ! 
Softly breathe, ye gentle gales ! 
Leſt ye wake my flumb'ring love. 
O the joy beyond expreſſion, 
That inchanting form to own ! 
Then, to hear the ſoft confeſſion, 
That her heart is mine alone ! 


N 
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LXAXXUL 


SONG IN LOVE IN A VILLAGE | 


8622 God of ſoft perſuaſion, 

Take the helpleſs lover's part: 

Seize, Oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful heart. 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 

Who the body would enthral; 
Tyrants of more eruel kind, 

Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. 


Cupid, God of, Oe. 


What is grandeur ? ſoe to reſt ; 
Childiſh mummery at beft, 
Happy I in humble ſlate ! 
Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait. 
Cupid, God of, Cc. 
DDD DMN 


LXAXIV. 
THE GAWEIE. 


_ ee young Beſs to Jean did ſay, 
Will ye gang to yon funny brac, 


— 


| 


Where flocks do feed, and herds do ſtray, 
And ſport a while wr Jamie? 

Ah na, laſs, I'll no gang there, 

Nor about Jamie tak” nae care, 

Nor about Jamie tak” nae care, 
For he's tane up wi' Maggy. 


For hark, and I will tell you laſs, 

Did I not ſee your Jamie paſs, 

Wi' muckle gladneſs in his face, 
Out o'er the muir to Maggy. 

I wat he gae her mony a kiſs, 

And Maggy took them ne'er amiſs : 


"Tween ilka ſmack pleas'd her wi” this, 


That Beſs was but a gawkie. 


For whene'er a civil kiſs I ſeek, 

She turns her head, and thraws her cheek, 

And for an hour ſhe' II ſcarcely ſpeak : 
Who'd not call her a gawkie ? 

But ſure my Maggy has mair ſenſe, 

She'll gi'e a ſcore without offence ; 

Now gi'e me ane unto the menſe, 
And ye ſhall be my dawtic. 
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O Jamie, ye hae mony tane, 
But I will never ſtand for ane 
Or twa, when we do meet again, 
Sae ne'er think me a gawkie. 
Ah na, laſs, that nc'er can be, 
Sic thoughts as theſe are far frac me, 
Or ony thy ſweet face that ſee, 
E'er to think thee a gawkic. 


But, whaſht, nae mair of this we'll ſpeak, 
For yonder Jamie does us meet ; 
Inſtead of Meg he kiſt ſae ſweet, 

I trow he likes the gawkie. 
O dear Beſs, I hardly knew, 
When I came by, your gown's ſat new, 
J think you've got it wet wi' dew. 

Quoth the, that's like a gawkie. 


It's wat wi' dew, and 'twill get rain, 
And I'll get gowns when it is gane, 
Sae ye may gang the gate you came, 
And tell it to your dawtie. 
The guilt appear'd in Jamie's check, 
He cry'd, O cruel maid, but ſweet, 
If I ſhould gang gate, 
I ne*er could my dawtte. 


—_ .__— 
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LXXXV. 
THE FORSAKEN NYMPHL 
, UARDIAN angels! now protect me, 


Scud, ah! fend the youth I love; 
beign, O! Cupid, to direct me, 

Lead me to the myrtle-grove ;. 
[ Pear my lighs, ſoſt floating air, 


Say, love him to deipaur ; 
Tell him, 'tis for him I grieve, 
For him alone I with to live. 


Midſt ſecluded dells I'll wander, 
Silent as the ſhades of night, 
Near fome bubbling rill's meander, . 
Where he oft has bleſt my fight : 
There to weep the night away, 
There to waſte in ſighs the day ; 
Think, fond youth, what vows you ſwore, 
And muft I never fee thee more. 


Then recluſe ſhall-be my dwelling, 

| Deep in ſome ſequeſter'd vale; 

| There, with mournful cadence ſwelling, 
Oft' repeat my love · ſick tale: 


102 The CHEARFUL COMPANION, 


And the lark and philomel 
Oft” ſhall hear a virgin tell, 
What's the pain to bid adieu 
To joy, to happineſs, and you ! 


WIND LD WP eee 


LXXXVI. 
FLOWERS OF THE FOREST. 


VE ſeen the ſmiling of Fortune beguiling, 
I've felt all its favours, and found its decay ; 
Sweet was its bleſſing, kind its careſſing, 
But now tis fled, fled far away. 


I've ſeen the foreſt adorned the foremoſt, 
With flowers of the faireſt, moſt pleaſant and gay, 
Sac bonny was their blooming, their ſcent the ai 
perfuming, 
But now they are\ wither'd and wedded away. 
Pre ſeen the morning with gold the hills adorning, 
And loud tempeſt ftorming before the mid-day, 
Preſcen Tweedꝰ sſilver ſtreams ſhining in funny der 
Grow dzomly and dark as he row'd on his wr 
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© fickle fortune ! why this cruel ſporting ? 
O why {till perp ex us, poor ſons of a day ? 


Nae mair your ſmiles can cheer me, nae mair your 


frowns can fear me, 
Tor the flowers of the foreſt are withered away. 


S. 8. 2, 2, 2, >> oO 


LXXXVII. 
THE WISH. 


HEM the trees are all bare, not a leaf to 
be ſeen, 
And the mezdows their beauty have loſt ; 

When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the ſroſt; 
While the peaſant inactive flands ſhiv'ring with cold, 

As bleak the winds northerly blow; 
When tle innocent flocks run for eaſe to the fold 
With their fleeces all cover'd with fp ; 


In the yard while the cattle are ſodder d with ſtraw, 
And ſend forth their breath like a ſtream ; 


And the neat looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe mull thaw 


Fleaks of ice which ſhe finds in her cream : 
When the ſweet country maidens as freſh as the roſe, 
As ſhe careleſsly trips often ſlides, 


104 The CHEARFUL COMPANION 


And the ruftics loud laugh, if by falling ſhe ſhows 


All the charms that her modeſty hides. 


When the birds to the barn-door hover for food, 
As with filence they reſt on the ſpray, 

And the poor tired hare in vain ſeeks the wood, 
Leſt her footſteps her cauſe ſhould betray. 

When the lads and the laſſes in company join'd, 
In a crowd round the embers are met, 

Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts, till they're all in a ſweat. 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
With the-nymph whom I love and adnure, 

Whilſt the icicles hang from the eves of my coat, 
I may thither in ſafety retire. 

Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurpriſe, 
We may live, and no hardſhips endure, 

Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 


| 
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LXXXVIII. 
THE CALM. 


Tune, GiLDEROY. 


H me! how heavy and how flow, 
Does the dull veffel move ! 
Blow, blow ye gentle breezes, blow, 
And bear me to my love. 
Abſent from her my ſoul efteems 
'Bove all on earth that's dear, 
How long each tedious minute ſeems 
That keeps me ling'ring here ! 


Blow, blow ye gentle breezes, then, 
That curl the waving ſea, 

O blow, and bear me home again, 
To her ſo dear to me. 


Alas! nor blows the freſh'ning gales, 


Nor curls the waving ſea; 
Anxious I view the ſlack' ned fatls, 
My Deiia's far from me 


When ſhall we, Delia, meet again? 
The thought my boſom warms : 

Blow freſher yet ye breezes then, , 
Aud bear me to her arms. 


0 
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But tedious though my time now move, 
Yet when again we meet, 

Delia, with ſmiles, will crown my love, 
And make my joy complete. 


OUR DP DN LON DN 


XC. 
SHAKESPEAR's MULBERRY-TREE, 


SUNG BY David Garricx, EsqQ. 
WITH A CUP IN HIS HAND MADE OF THE TREE. 


EHOLD this fair goblet, twas cary'd from 
the tree, 
Which, O:my ſwzet Shakeſpear was planted by thee: 
As a relic I kiſs it, and bow at the ſhrine, 
What comes from thy kand mult be ever divine! 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry tree ! 
Bend to thee, 
Bleſt Mulberry ! 
Matchleſs was he who planted thee ; 
And thou, like him, immortal fall be. 


Ye trees of the foreſt, fo rampart and high, 
Who ſpread round their. branches, whoſe heads 
ſweep the ſky ; 
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Ye curious exotics, whom tafte has brought here, 
To root out the natives, at prices ſo dear. 
All ſhall yield, Sc. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaft, 


Preſerv d once our king, and will always our coaſt : 


But of fir we make ſhips, we have thouſands that 


fight, 
While one, only one, like our Shakeſpear can write. 
All ſhall yield, Oc. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowers, 

Pomona in fruit trecs, and Flora in flowers, 

The garden of Shakeſpear all fancies will ſuit, 

With the ſweeteſt of flowers, and faireſt of fruit. 
All ſhall yield, Oc. 


With learning and knowledge, thewellletter'dbirch, 
Supplies law and phyſic, and grace for the church ; 
But Iaw and the goſpel in Shakeſpear we find, 
And he gives the beſt phyſic for body and mind. 
All hall yield, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree, 
From him and his merits this takes its degree ; 
O 2 
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Let Phœbus and Bacchus their glories reſign, 
Our tree ſhall ſurpaſs both the laurel and vine. 
All ſhall yield, Ye. 


7 ke genius of Shake'pcar outſhines the bright day, 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey; 
So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 
Has laurel, and bays, and the vine, all in one. 


All ſhall yield, Er. | 


Then take each a relic of this hallow'd tree, 

From folly and faſhion a charm let it be: 

Fill, all to the Planter, the cup to the brim ; 

To honour the country, do hononr to him. 
All ſhall yield, Q.. 
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XCl. 
SONG IN LOVE IN A VILLAGE. 


E. gay ones and great, 
make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run; 
Well, who cares a jot ? 
| envy them not, | 
While I have my dog and my gun. 
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For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits uncloud-d and liglit; 
The bliſſes I ſind, 
No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and diverſion uuite. 


> ©,» »' 


X CII. 
GALLANT SAILOR. 


 ALLANT failor oft” you told me 
That you'd never I-ave your love; 
To your vows I now muſt hold you, 
Now's the time your love to prove. 


Is not Britain's flag degraded? 
Have not Frenchmen brav'd our fleet ? 


Can a ſailor live upbraided, 
When the French have dar'd to meet ? 


Hear me gallant ſailor, hear me, 
While your country has a foe, 
He is mine too; be not near me, 


I may weep, but you muſt go. 
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Though this flow'ry ſeaſon woos you 
To the peaceful ſports of May, 

And love ſighs fo long to loſe you, 
Love to glory mult give way. 


Britain's ſon's can never fail her, 
While her daughters prove fo true; 
Your ſoft courage fires each failor ; 


We love honour loving you. 


War and danger now invite us, 


Blow, ye winds! auſpicious blow ; 
Ev'ry gale ſhall moſt delight us 
That ſhall waft us to your foe. 


WP, 2, , Þ >», > oc, 


XCIII. 


QUEEN OF THE MEADOWS. 


OME, Amanda, charming creature ! 
Hear the woodland warblers ſing, 

While each forward nymph of nature 

Now is pregnant with the ſpring ; 
Haſte to view the dawning bluſhes, 

On dame Flora's infants ſeen, 
All beneath the blooming buſhes, 

Swaddled in their mantles green. 


Riſe, fair damſel, with Aurora, 
Riſe and ſee their early pride ; 

Viſit Hora's offspring — Flora 
Will repay you when a bride - 

Will return it, by pourtraying 
On your ciuldren's faces fair 

duch ſoft tinges, ſweet difplaying 
Ex'rvy roſe and lily there. 


Let us loſe the day in ſporting 
O'er the verdant carpets gay, 

Till the night ingale fits courting 
Midnight liſt'ners to his lay : 

Homeward then, our ſteps befriending, 
Our kind ſtars will lend each ray, 

Wich the moons, or elſe attending 
Glow- worms light the hedge- row way. 


Er'ry rural charm is waſted; 

Dull is ev'ry landſkip round; 
Spring itſelf remains untaſted, 

Till the Meadow's Queen is crown'd. 
Ev'ry grace attends about you; 


All things ſweet compoſe thy train: 
All is anarchy without you 
Haſte, and bleſs us with thy reigu. 
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XCIV. 
AULD ROBIN GRAY. 


HEN thezſheep are in the fauld, and the 
ky at hame, 
And a' the warld to ſleep are gane; 
The waes of my heart fa's in ſhow'rs frae my ee, 
When my gudeman lyes ſound by me. 


Young Jemmy loo'd me well, and he ſought me 
for his bride, 
But ſaving a crown he had naething beſide ; 
To mak” that crown a pound, my Jemmy gade to 
fea, 
And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 


He had nae been awa” a week but only two, 
When my mither ſhe fell fick, and the cow was 
ſtown awa? ; 
My father brak” his arm, and my Jemmy at the ſea, 
And auld Robin Grey came a-courting me. 


My father coudna work, and my mither couduz' 


ſpin, | 
I toiPd day and night, but their bread I coudm 


win; 
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Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and wiꝰ tears in 
his ee, 


Said, Jenny for their ſakes, O marry me. 


My heart it ſaid na, I look'd for Jemmy back; 
But the wind it blew high, and the ſhip it was a 
-wreck, 
The ſhip it was a wreck, why didna Jenny die ? 
And why do I hve to ſay waes me? 


Auld Robin argu'd fair, tho* my mither didna 
ſpeak, 
She look'd in my face till my heart was like to 
break, | 
do they gie'd him my hand, though my heart was 
in the ſea, 


And aull Robin Grey is gudeman to me. 


J hadna been a wife a week but only four, 
When fitting ſae mournfully at the door, 
I faw my Jemmy's wreath for I coudna think it he, 
Till he ſaid, I'm come back for to marry thee. 


O fair did we greet, and muckle did we ſay; 
We took but ae kife, and we tore ourſelves away: 


P 
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I wiſh I were dead? but I'm no like to die, 
And why do I live to ſay waes me ? 


I gang like a ghaiſt, and carena to ſpin; 
I darena think on ſemmy, for that wou'd be a fin; 
But I'll do my beſt. a good wife to be, 
For auld Robin Grey is kind unto me. 


ERR ANG WINDS 
XCV. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
By Ma Gar. 


A LL in the Downs che fleet was mocr'd, 


The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black ey'd Suſan came on board ; 

Oh! where ſhall I my true love nd; 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 

If my ſweet William ſails among the crew ! 


William, who high upon the yard 
Rock'd with the billows to and fro, 

Joon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below: 

The cord ſides ſwiftly through Eis glowing hand 
And quick as light'ning on the deck he flans 


N. 
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8o the fweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her neſt: 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's lips thoſe Eiſſes ſweet. 


O! Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear ! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain, 

Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again : 

Change as ye liſt, ye winds! my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that {till points at thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind ; 
They'll tell, the failors, when away, 
In every port a miſtreſs find : 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If. to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath is A fric's ſpicy gale, 


Thy ſkin is ivory fo white: 3 
Thus every beauteous object that I view, 

Wakes.in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Sue. 
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Tho? battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 

Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return: 

Love turns aſide che balls that round me fly, 


Left precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boat ſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The ſails their ſelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſic ftay on board; 
They kiſs'd; the figh'd ; he hung his head ; 
Her leſſening boat unwilling rows to land, 
Adieu! the cries ; and wav'd her lr kane, 
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XCVI. 


SONG IN LOVE IN A VIELAGE. 


OUNG I am, and fore afraid : 
Would you hurt a harmlcſs mais : 
Lead au innocent aft ray ? 
Tempt me not kind Sir, I pray. 


Men too often we believe; 
And ſhou'd you my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, Md then forſake, 

Sure my tender heart wou'd break. 


D:; 
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XCVIL 
ASOLDIERs SONG. 


OW ſtands the glaſs around, 
H For ame ye take no care my boys, 
1 low ſlands the Glaſs around, 
Let mictli and wine abound ; 
The trumpets found, 
The Colours they are flying boys. 
To fight, kill or wound, h 
Way we [14] be found, 
Content with our hard fate my boys, 


On the cold ground. 


Why, Soldiers, why, 

Shou'd we be metancholy, boys. — 
Why, Soldiers why--- 
Whoſe bus'neſs tis to die! 


What---Sighing, fie ? 

Damn Fear, driuk on, be jolly bors,. 
"Tis He, yuu or I! 
Cold, hot, wet, or dry, 


We're always bound to follow boys, 
And ſcorn to flv 
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"Tis but in vain, --- 

I mean not to upraid ye, boys, 
"Tis but in vain 

For Soldiers to complain. 
Shou'd next eampaign 

Send us to him who made us, boys, 
We're free from Pain! 
But if we remain, 

A bottle and kind Landlady 
Cure all again. 
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XCVIII. 
C 


TUNE TWEEDSIDE, 


4 WAS in that gay time of the year, 
When flowers enamel the green ; 
And birds with ſweet notes glad the ear, 
And flocks in gay paſtures are ſeen. 
Where Flora's fair favourites ſprung, 
A ſhepherd reſponding reclin'd, 
And while of his love thus he ſung, 
A myrtle ſuſtain'd him behind. 


Paſtora ! oh! where art thou fled ? 


Paſtora ! thou beauteous maid ! 


FA 
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Thy face was with graces o'eripread, 
Thy looks were in ſweetneſs array'd. 
Co mourn all ye woods, groves, and bow'rs, 


Ye riv'lets and fountains lament ! 


Forſake the fad green, O ye flow'rs, 
Or, at leaft, for a time loſe your ſcent ! 


Ye ſhepherds to ſorrow incline ! 
Ye ſweet feather'd fongiters don't fing ; 
Let Phœbus forget now to ſhine, 
And winter with ſadneſs ſwift bring. 
Ye nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 
With ſadneſs your faces o'erſpread, 
Let notliing but ſadaeſs remain, 


For oh !--- my Paitora 1---dcad ! 


Suce Nature her aim wrong did take, 
An augel ſhe ſure was deſign'd; 

Aid Fate, to correct the miltake, 
To form her immortal inclin'd. 

O! It me once more fpeak her name ; 
Paſtora ! accept my Iaſt figh ! 

To bliſs in this world you came; 


And bleſs'd by your faveur, I---Cic. 
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XCIX. 
THE SURPRISE. 


THE tither morn, when I forloru, 
Aneath an Aik fat moaning, 

T didna trow, I'd ſee my joe, 
Beſide me gin the glowming ; 

But he fu trig, lap o'er the rig, 
And dawtingly did cheer me, 

When I, whatreck, did leaſt expect 
To fee my lad fo near me. 


His bonnet he, a thought ajee, 


Cock'd ſpruce when firſt he claſp'd me.; 


And I, I wat, wi' fainneſs grat, 
While in his grips he preſs'd me. 

De'il tak? the war! I late and air 
Ha'e wiſh'd fince Jock departed ; 

But now as glad, I'm wi' my lad, 


As ſhort ſyne broken hearted. 


Fu” aft” at e'en, wi” dancing keen, 
When a were blyth and merry, 
I car'dna by, ſae fad was I, 

In abſence o' my dearie : 
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But praiſe be bleſt, my mind's at reſt, 
Pm happy wi” my Johny, 

At kirk and fair, I'fe ay be there; 
And be as canty's ony. 


2. > > >» wo 


C. 
FAIR SUSANNA. 


SK if yon damadl: roſe be tweet, 
That ſcents the ambient air; 
Then aſi _ ſhepherd that rau meet, 


If dear Sutanna's fur, 


Say, will the vulture quit his prey. 
And warble thro' the grave? 

Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ipoilz of war let heroes thare, 
Let pride ia ſplendor thi2e ; 

Ye bard, unenvy'4 laurels wear, 
De fair Suſanna min-. 


3 
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CI. 
THE JOVIAL HUNTSMAN. 


= to the held, ſee the morning looks grey, 
And, ſweetly bedappled forebodes a fiac day: 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 
CHORU $. 
Then hark, in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, 
While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 
The health giving chace to purſue. 


How charming the fight, when Aurora firſt dawn, 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns, 
To welcome the ſun now returning from reſt, 


Their mattins they chant as they merrily queſt. 
Then hark, S.. 


But oh! how each boſom with tran dort it fills, 

To ſtart, juſt as Phœbus peeps over the bills; 

While joyous, from valley to valley reſounds 

The ſhonts of the hurters, and cry of the hounds 
Then bark, Or. 


8 © Xþ 


— 


— 
— 
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See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 

Fly hedges or ditches, or tops the barr'd gate : 

Borne by their bold courſers, no dangers they fear, 

And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then hark, Oe. 


Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of fleeping in down: 
Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth ; 


Ours ſtill is repaid with contentment and health. 
Then hark, Sc. | 


Wy, >, = A 0 ww,Jo © 


CII. 
T A L L 10 


E ſportſmen dra near, and ye ſportſwomen too, 
Who delight in the joys of the field, Ce. 
Mankind though they blame, are all eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield, Ic. 
His Lordſhip, his Worſhip, his Honour, his Graee, 
A hunting continually go. 
All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, Tally ho. 
All ranks, Ge. 


Q 2 
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The Lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed ; 

The Huſband gets up at the ſound of the horn, 
And rides to the Commons full ſpeed ; 

The Patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game; 
The poet too often lyes low, 

Who mounted on Pegaſus flies after fame, 


With hark forward, huzza, Tally ho. 


Who mounted, Cc. 


Whilefearleſs o'er hills and o'er woodlands we ſweep, 
Tho” Prudes on our paſtime may frown, 

How oft do they modeity's bounds overleap, 
And the fences of virtue break dawn: 

Thus pub'ic, or private, for penſion, for place, 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhew, 

All ranks and degrees are engag'd ia the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, Tally ho. 

All rar.ks, Sc. 


. . ...e... 


CIII. 
. 


INC E Colin zppear'd SED plains, 
The nymphs are molt kappy and gay; 
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His preſence enlizhtens the year, 
And Winter is pleaſing as May. 


Though he lives the delight of the Fair, 
No envy their boſoms alarm; 
His politeneſs fo flutters them all, 


Each fancies 'tis ſhe that can charm. 


But 'tis I, tho? I'm friendleſs and poor, 
That he favs is the choice of his heart, 
ep, | And I ſurely will truſt in a ſwan, 


Who never deſcended to art. 


[ ineak of the Belles of the town, 
nd I tell him how handſome they be; 
But 'tis goodneſs that Colin admires, 


And he hopes he ſhall find it in me. 


How much to the ſhepherd F owe, 
Each aCtion of life ſhall impart ! 
It ſhall ſpeak in each glance of my eye, 
Whilſt it lives in each wiſh of my heart. 


I'll riſe with the earlieſt dawn, 
And neatly my cottage I'll trim; 
In ſummer how fragrant and gay! 
In winter, ſo neat and ſo clean. 
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But if Colin ſnou'd ever be falſe, 
Let him fgh, as he thinks on my lays, 
And wiſh he had valu'd the maid 


Who to chear him, cou'd ling in his praiſe. 
PD LUN LGPYDN 


CIV. 


ADVICE TO A SHEPHERD. 


HEPHERD, ſcek not wealth nor pow'r, 
Let the fragrant woodbine bow'r, 
Let the hills, and vales, and trec:, 
And the lonely cottage pleaſc ; 
Can the gaudy, gilded room, 
Vie with fields in vernal bloom! 


Can Italian airs excel, 
Sweet melodious Plulomel ? 


Can the idle arts of dreſs, 
Grace the lovely Shepherdeſs ? 
Happier ſhe in mean attire, 
Than the daughters of the ſquire ! 
Midſt the city's tempting glare, 
Dwells diſeaſe, and ftrife, and care: 
Quit not then the rural fold, 
Nor exchange thy peace with gold. 
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. 
THE BANKS OF THE DEE. 


; WAS ſummer, and foftly the breezes were 
blowing, 
And ſweetly the nightingale ſung from the tree, 
At the foot of a rock, where the river was flowing, 
I fat myſelf down on the banks of the Dee. 
Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on, thou ſweet river; 
Thy banks pureſt ſtreams ſhall be dear to me ever; 
For there I firſt gain'd the affection and favour 
Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dee. 


But now he's gone from me, and left me thus 
mourning, 


To quell the proud rebels, for valiant is he; 


And, ah! there's no hope of his ſpeedy returning, 
To wander again on the banks of the Dee. 
He's gone, helpleſs youth ! o'er the rude roaring 
billows; 
The kindeſt and ſweeteſt of all the gay fellows; 
And left me to ftray 'mongſt the once loved willows, 


The lonelick maid on the banks of the Dee. 
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But time and my pray'rs may perhaps yet reſtore 
him ; | 
Bleſt peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me; 
And when he returas with ſuch care I'll watch o'er 
him | 
He never ſhall leave the ſweet banks of the Dee. 
The Dee then {hall flow, all its beauties difplaying; 


The lambs on its banks ſhall again be ſeen playing; 


While I witly my Jamie are careleſsly ſtraying 


And taſtiug again all the ſweets of the Dee. 


CD LDN IND UNDP YN 


CVI. 
RURAL CONTENTMENT: 
A SEQUEL TO THE BANKS O THE Der. 


Tune, OBONNY LASS Wir YOU LYS IN A BARRACK, 


Sat on a bank by the fide of a river, 

I thought my dear Jamie had left me for ever, 
But while I fat penſively fighing and mourning 
Ah! who ſhould I fce, but my Jamie returning. 


I ſtraight ran to meet him, I threw my arms round 
him, 

Still charming, fill kind, fill conſtant, I found 
him ; 


T 
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With ardor he preſs'd me, ah! who could oppoſe 


kim, 


White thus I reveal'd the warm with of my boſom. 


« O &:y my dear Jamie thy follies give over, 
No more leave theſe plains, be no longer a rover, 
No more ſcck for glory, where cannons loud rat!“ 


Nor leave my fond arms for the ſound of a battle. 


For peace in a cottage and paſtoral pleaſ.re, 


\ &.4 


chere love tips with 55y, in fome frolickſome 


- 
* 157299 
4441446565 , 


1 .. 8 1 * 0 Are 0 0 
Ezueve me, my Jamie tar more ent icigg, 


* 
Than war's empty pong chien you've abvays be: 


1 FARO 
' 


Wo Toad elit Corte he Boe tab 
* * & 9 i «Cx * 1 T's 4 4s» * „ * 
4 3 1 mil erer *Y 3 the Kante _ An carul ness, 


Who che: ntcd 1 8. r 101 tr mn the jeſſamiue buſhes, 


! * * 
ne froves and the 3.2.3 were fo gay, io inviting, 


7 
T! . h1 3 * * * te . =. " hey 
ey made him ore: bi ambition for Egg. 
3 


” * * * 
Feſuilheworuls onen, and never would leave nie, 
He gave me i hand that he nc'er would deceive me, 


A co q 2 4 
He ſw,ore he d no more ſhow his focs his reſentment, 


But I've with 1218 Fa unnie 1 rural contentment. 


R 


© 
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CVII. 


TAK' YOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT YE. 


1 winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 

And ſroſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 

And Boreas, wi' his blaſts ſae bauld, 
Was threat' ning a' our ky to kill: 

Then Bell, my wife, wha loes nae ſtrife, 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, 

Get up goodman, ſave Cromy's life, 

And tak” your auld cloak about ye. 


O Bell, why doſt thou flyte and ſcorn ? 
Thou kenſt my cloak is very thin: 
It is ſae bare and overworn, 
A cricke he thereon cannot rin: 
Then Ill nae langer borrow nor lend, 
For ance I'll new apparel'd be, 
To-morrow I'll to town and ſpend, 
For I'll hae a new cloak about me. 


My Cromie is an uſeful cow, 
And ſhe is come of a good kine ; 


Aft has ſhe wet the bairns' mou, 
And J am laith that ſhe ſhou'd tyne; 


4 
F 
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Get up goodman, it is fu” time, 

The fun ſhines in the lift ſae hie: 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 

Gae tak' your auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good grey cloak 
Whea it was fitting for my wear ; 
But now its ſcantly worth a groat, 
For I kae worn't this thretty year ; 
Let's ſfend the gear that we hae won, 
We little ken the day we'll die; 
Then I'll be proud, fince I hae ſworn 
To hae a new cloak about me. 


In days when our King Robert rang, 
Ris trews they coſt him half-a-crowa . 
He ſaid they were a great o'er dear, 
And ca'd the taylor thief and lown ; 
He was the King that wore the crown, 
And thou'rt a man of laigh degree, 
Tis pride puts a” our country down, 


Sac tak” thy auld cloak about thee. 


Er'ry land has its ain lough, 
Ik kind of corn it has its hool ; 
R 2 
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I think the warld is a' run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule; 

Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock, and Hab, 
As they are girded gallantly? 

White I fit hurkling in the aſe, 


I'll hae a new cloak about me. 


Covdman, I wat *tis thre!ty rears 
Since we did ane anither ken ; 
And we hae had between us twa, 
O' lads aud bonny laſſes ten; 
Now they are women grown and men, 
I with and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good hutban, 


E'en tak' your auld cloak al;cut ye. 


Bell, my wife, ſhe 13 re firife ;; 
But ſhe vad guide me if fie can, 
And to maintain an egi lite, 


I aft maun yield, though I'm gosdinau; 


£4 

Nought's to be wor a woman's han, 
Unleſs ve gi'e lam a' the pla; 
Then I'll lee af were J began, 


— 


And tak* my aud cloak Tout ms. 


2 
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CVIII. 
TULLOCHGORUM. 
OME, gie's a fans, the led; ery 'd 


And lay your Ciſputes a?! aftce, 
What ſigniſics't fur fulks to chide 
For what's been done before then; 


Let Wie and Tory am agr e, 


WJ 
* Ss KY " 9 a EF, Y Rs 
Wig and Tory, Wl.ig and Tory, 


, 
. io % 
Let Whir and T. ry ail agree, 
— - CI 
To drop their ulipmegmorm: 
TY 
Lea WE: y and Tory all tree, 
* — 
E PR, 1 
To ſpend this might in mirth and gire, 
E * 1 29 
And cheuirſu' ſing alang wit nie 


The re] of T. Hoch. orum. 


Tuloch goru:n's my delight, 
It gars us a' in ane unite; 
And eny ſumph that Keeps vp ſpite, 
In conſcicnce I abhor him. 
Düthe and merry we's be a', 
Blithe and merry, Elithe and merry, 
Blithe aud merry, we's be a', 
To make a chearfu* quorum, 
Blithe and merry, we's be a', 
As lang's we ha'e a breath to draw, 


134 The CHEARFUL COMPANION, 


And dance, *till we be like to fa”, 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


There needs na' be ſo great a phraſe 
Wi' dringing dull Italian lays, 

] wadna gre our ain Strathſpeys 
For half a hundred ſcore o'em ; 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Douff and dowie, douff and dowie ; 
They're douff and dowic at the yell, 

Wi” a' their variorum; 
They're Couff and dowie at the belt, 
1 keir Allegrocs, aud à' the reſt, 
They cannot pieaſe a IIigliland taſte, 
Compur'd wi” Tullochgorum, 


Let warldly minds them ſelves oppreis 
Wi' fear of want, and double cels ; 
Ard filly ſauls them{lres diftreſs 
Wr keeping vp decorum : 
Shall we fae four and ſulky fit, 
Sour and ſulky, ſour and ſulky; 
Shall we fac ſour and ſulky ſit, 
Like auld Philoſophorum ? 
Shall we ſac ſour and ſulky it, 
Wi' neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit? 
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And canna riſe to ſhake a fit 
At the reel of Tullochgorum. 


May choĩceſt bleſſings ſlill attend 
Each honeſt hearted open friend, 
And calm and quiet be his end, 


Be a' that's good before him 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Peace and plenty, peace and plenty : 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
And daintics a great ſtore o'em ! 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Uallain'd by any vicious blot ; 
And may he never want a groat 
That's fond of Tullochgorum. 


Put for the diſcontented fool, 
Who wants to be oppreſſion's tool, 
May envy gnaw his rotten ſoul, 

And blackeſt fiends devour him 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
Dole and ſorrow, dole and ſorrow, 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 

And honeſt ſouls abhor him! 

May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And a“ the ils that come frae France, 
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Whoe'er he be that winna dance 


The rec! of i ullochgorum. 
CIX. 
THE EGYPTIAN LOVE SONG. 


< 0 VEET doch bluik the roſy morning, 


* * * . * 
Swect doch bea: the gli ning Coy 3 


Sweeter {it the day adoruing, 
Thy dear ſiniles trausfix my view. 
Mid1t the bloſſom's fragrance flowing, 
Why deliphts the boned lee? 
Sweeter breatiics thyfel? beRruwm:; 


One kind Ki, an mc, On me. 


CA. 
HIT CYPRESS OROVE. 
283 XT II a cypreſs grove, ' 
Young Strephon ſought relief; 
The flow'rs around his hend, 


Pin'd conſvicus of his grief; 
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Fond fooliſh wretch he cry'd, 
[ love, and yet deſpair ; 
Purſue, though ſtill deny d, 
By the too cruel fair. 
[ 

The caurtier aflcs à place, 
The ſailor tempts the ſea, 
The Miicr begs increaſe, 
Love only governs me : 
Nor honour, wealth, nor fame, 
Cu like ſoft tranſport move, 
On earth 'tis bliſs ſupreme, 
aud heaven is but to love. 


ro rao 
CRI. 
F 


DEU ye groves, adieu ye plains ! 
All nature mourning lyes ! 
der, gloomy clouds and thick'ning rains, 
Obſcure the lab'ring flies ! 
dee, from afar th' impending 8 
Wich ſullen haſte appear ! 
See, winter comes, a dreary form 


To rule the falling year, 
8 
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No more the lambs with gameſome bound, 


Rejoice the gladden'd fight ; 
No more the gay enamel'd ground, 
Or ſylvan ſcenes delighit. 


Thus, lovely Nancy, much lov'd maid; 


Thy early charms muſt fail; 
Thy roſe muſt droop, tliy lily fade, 
And winter ſoon prevail. 


Again the lark, (tweet bird of day) 
May riſe on active wing; 
Again the ſportire herds may play; 
And hal reviving ſpr:ug. 
But youth, (my fair) ſces no return, 
The pleaiing bubbles o'er, 
In vaio its fleeting joys you mourn, 
They fall to bloom no more. 


Haſte then dear girl the time improve. 
Which art can ne'er regain : 
In bliſsful ſcenes of mutual love, 
With ſome diitinguith'd ſwain; 
o ſhall life ſpring Ike jocund May, 


* 


Paſs ſmiling aud ſerene, 


Thus former, autumn, glide away. 
And winter fog” prevail. 


of 


<q I 
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"0 
THE WEEPING FAIR. 


Youth adorn'd with ev'ry art, 
To warm and win the coldeſt heart, 
In ſecret mine poſſeſs'd. 
The morning bud that faireit blows ; 
The vernal oak that ftraighteſt grows; 
His face and ſhape expreſs'd. 
His face, Cc. 


In moving ſounds he told his tale, 
Soft as the ſighing of the gale, 

That wakes the flow'ry year : 
What wonder he could charm with eaſe, 
Whom happy nature form'd to pleaſe, 


Whom honor made fincere. 
Whom honour, c. 


At morn he left me, fought and fell : 
The fatal evening heard his knell, 
And ſaw the tears I ſhed ! 
Tears that muſt ever, ever fall, 
For ah! no ſighs the paſt recal, 
No cries awake the dead. 
No cries, Cc. 
8 2 
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CXIX. 
FALSE PHILANDER. 


AREWEL thou falſe Philander, 
Since now from me you rove, 
And leave me here to wander ; 
No more to think of love. 
I muſt for ever languiſn; 
I muſt for ever mourn ; 
From love I now am baniſh'd. 


And ſhall no more return. 


* 


. deceitful traitor; 


II 
Farewel thou perjur'd ſwain; I. 
Let never injur'd creature, FT 
Believe your vows again: 0! 
The paſſion you pretended, TI 
Was only to obtain; Y. 
Far now the charm is ended, | T 


The charmer you diſdain, 
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CXX. 
THE ENVIOUS FAIR APPEAS'D. 


HY knits my fair her angry brow ? 

*'F What rude offence alarms you now? 
I faid that Delia's fair, tis true, 

But did I ſay ſhe equal'd you ? 

Can't I another's face commend ? 

Or to her virtues be a friend? 

But inſtantly your forchcad lours, 

As if her merit leſſen'd yours. 


Survey the gardens, fields, and bow'rs; 
The buds, the bloſſoms, and the flow'rs; 
Then tell me where the woodbine grows, 
That vies in ſweetneſs with the roſe; 

Or where the lily's ſnowy white, 
That throws ſuch ſweetneſs on the fight ; 
Yet folly is it to declare 


That theſe are neither ſweet nor fair. 


When Zephyrs oer the bloſſoms ſtray, 
And ſweets along their air convey ; 
Sbaa't I the fragrant breeze inhale, . 
Becauſe you breathe a ſweeter gale : 


142 The CHEARFUL COMPANION 


Sweet are the flow'rs that deck the field; 
Sweet is the ſmell the bloſſoms yield; 
Sweet is the fummer gale that blows, . 
And ſweet though fwecter you the roſe. ' 


CXXI. 
A ME KISS. 


NE «nd kifs before we part, 

Drop a tear and bid adieu! 

Though you ſevere my fond heart, 

Till wc meet ſhall pant for you. 
Till we meet, C. 


Yer, yet, weep not ſo my love, 
Let me kiſs that falling tear ! 

Though my body muſt remove, 

All my ſoul muſt ſtill be here. 


All my ſoul, Oc. 


All my ſoul and all my heart, 
Every wh ſhall pant for you; 

One kind kiſs then e' er we part, 
Drop a tear and bid adieu. 


Drop a tear, Oc. 
\ 
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CXXII. 
FAIR DAPHNE. 


H“ ſweet in the woodlands, with fleet hound 


and horn, y 
To waken ſhrill echo, and taſte the freſh morn ; 
Bat hard is the chaſe my fond heart muſt purſue ; 
For Dapline, Fair Daphne is loſt to my view, 
She's loft, fair Daphne is loſt to my view. 
AN me chaſte Dian the nymph to regain, 
Mcreviidthanthe rocbuck and wing'd with diſdain 
[a pity o'ertake her who wounds as {ke flies ; 
Inůough Daphae's purſu'd "tis Myrtillo that dies. 


That dies! Sc. 


CXXIII. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


OV imperfect is expreſſion, 
Some emotions to impart z x 
When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart: 
When our boſoms all complaining 


With d&liciuus tumults fael, 


+ * 
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Speak what trembling, fault'ring, dying; 
Language would, but cannot tall. 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror 
Quite expreſſive paints my caee: ; 
Aſk no more, behold your error, 
Bluſhes eloquently fpeak : 
What though filent is my anguitm, 
Or brrath'd only to the ai-; 
Mark my eyes, and as they languiſa, 
Read what your's have written there. 


All! that you could once conceive me, 
Once my ſoul's ſtrong feelings view; 
Love has nought more ſweet, believe me ; 

Friendſhip nothing half fo true ; 
From you I am wild, deſpairing ; 
With you ſpeechleſs as I touch; 
This is all that bears declaring, 
And perhaps declares too muc!:. 


> ©, 2» ooo» 


CXXIV. 
THE HIGHLAND LAD DIE. 


FHE las land lads think they are ſine; 
Bat O, they're rain and idly gawdy-: 


Co 
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| How much unlike that gracefu' mein, 
And manly looks of my highland laddie ! 


CHORUS. 
O my bonny highland laddie, 
My handſome charming highland laddie ; 
May heaven ſtill guard, and love reward 
Our lawland laſs, and her highland laddie. 


| If I were free at will to chuſe, 
To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 
With bannet blue, and belted plaidy. 
O my bonny, Oc. 


The braweſt beau in burrow's-town, 
In a' his airs with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him he's but a clown ; 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


Ver benty hill with him I'll run, 
And leave my lawland kin and dady, 
Fre winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his highland plaidy. 
Oo =y bonny, Oc. 
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A painted room and filken bed, 
May pleaſe a lawland lard and lady; 
But I can kiſs and be as glad, 
Behind a buſh in's highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, Q.. 


Few compliments between us paſs, 

I ca' him my dear highland laddie, 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 

Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy. 


O my bonny, Cc. 


Nae greater joy I'll cer pretend, 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him which ne'er ſhall end, 
While Heaven preſerves my highland laddie. 


O my bonny, E.. 


Are 


CXXV. 
I 


SUNG AT RANELAGH. 


E. chearful virgins, have ye ſeen 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 


Te, 


To roſe or jaſmin bow'r? 


To roſe or jaſmin bow'r ? 


Where does ſne feek the woodbine ſhade ? 


For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 
Sweet as the May-born flow'r, 
Sweet as the May-born flow'r. 


Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe 

Join'd with the lily as it grows, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie, 
Where each in {ſweetneſs vie; 


Like dew-drops glitt'ring in the morn, 


When Phœbus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 


Health fparkles in her eye. 
Health ſparkles in her eye. 


Her ſong is like the linnet's lay, 


That warbles chearful on the ſpray, 
To hail the vernal beam, 
To hail the vernal beam. 

Her heart is blither than her ſong ; 

Her paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream. 


T2 


* 
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CXXVI. 
SONG IN LOVE IN A VILLAGE, R 


ENTLE Youth, ah! tell me why, 
Still you force me thus to 3y : 
Ceaſe, oh! ceaſe to puricvere, 
Speak not what I muſt not hear; | 
To my heart its caſe reſtore, 
Co and never ſee. me more. 


rere. DT 


CXXVII. 
A FAVOURITE DUET. 


EE! the conquering hero comes; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums ; 
ports prepare, the laurel bring; 
Songs of triumph to him ſiag. 


See the god like youth advance, 
Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance; 
Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 

To deck the here's brow divine, 


| 


| 
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CXXVIII. 
A HUNTING SONG. 


HE duſſcy night rides down the ſky, 
And uſhers in the morn ; 
The hounds all join in jovialcry,—Thehoundz, c. 
The huntſman winds his horn. 
CHORUS. 
And a hunting we will go,—oho, oho, oho, 
And a hunting we will go,---oho, oho, oho, 
A hunting we will go,---0-oho, 


And a hunting we will go. 


The wife around her huſband throws 
Eer arms to make him ftay ; 
My dear, it rains, it hails, it ſnows, - 
My dear, Ic. 
You cannot hunt to-day. 
Yet a hunting, Ec. 


Away they fly to ſcape the rout, 
Their ſteeds they ſoundly ſwitch ; 
Some are thrown in, ſome are thrown out.--- 
Some are thrown in, Cc. 
And ſome thrown in the ditch. 


Yet a hunting, Sc. 


150 The CHEARFUL COMPANION. 


At laſt from firen;zth to faintneſs worn, 
Poor reynard ceaſes flight; 
Then weary homeward we return, 
Then weary, Ye. 
And drink away the night. 
And à drinking, Or. 


...e... 


CXXIX. 


THERE's MY THUMB, I'LL NE'ER 
BEGUILE THEE. 


DETTY, early gone a-maving, 
Met her lover, WILLIE, ſtraying ; 
Drift or chance no matter whether; 


Thus, we know, he reaſon'd with her 
Mark, dear maid, the turtles cooing, 
Fondly billing, kindly wooing 

See how every buſh diſcovers 

Happy pairs of feather'd lovers 


See the op'ning bluſhing roſes 
Each it's ſecret charms diſcloſes ! 
Sweet's the time, ah! ſhort's the meaſure ; 
O their fleeting ha'ly pleaſure ! 
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Quickly we muſt ſnatch the favonr 

Of their foft and fragrant flavour : 

They bloom to-day ; tney fade to-morrow, 
Droop their heads, and die in ſorrow. 


9c. Time, my BESS, will leave no traces 
Of thoſe beauties, of thoſe graces: 
Youth and love forbid our ſtaying; 


Love and youth ablor delaying. 

Dearet maid, nay, do not fly me; 

Let your pride no more deny me : 

Never doubt your faithful WILLIE ; 
There's my thumb I'll peer beguile thee. 


CXXX. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


E Monſieurs of France, and ye Dons of proud 
Spain, 

Take heed, or you'll get a good drubbing again; 
We often have beat you moſt ſoundly of yore, 
Aud my word for't, we'll meet you, and beat you 

once more. 


152 The CHEARFUL COMPANION. 


CHORUS. 
Encore, Encore, Encore, Encore ! 
And my word for't, we'll meet you, and beat 
you once more. 


Our ſoldiers and ſailors are equally free, 
To face you by land, or to face you by ſea; 
And ſhould you be tempted to brave Britain's ſhore, 
My word for't, they'll meet you, and beat you 
once more. 
Encore, Encore, Cc. 


Our Ships, are fill built of the ſame Britiſh Oak, 
And fince Britiſh hearts you are leagu'd to provoke, 
You'll find them the ſame, that you've oft done 
before, 
For they pant but to meet you, to beat you once 
more. 
Encore, Encore, Oc. 


No true Son of Neptune will flinch from his gun, 

No bold Son of Mars will you ever ſee run ; 

In Purſe little rich, tho” in Spirit not poor, 

They wiſh but to meet you, and beat you once 
more. 


Encore, Encore, Oc. 


Ti In 


you 


nce 
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Tic Dollars of Spain too, are neat pretty things, 
And will furniſh our ſwecthearts with ribbons and 


rings; 
Nay ſtake but ye Frenchmen, one ſmall Louis D'or, 


Een for that we will fgiat you and beat you once 


more, 


Encore, Encore, Pc. 


Tis cecdem, ble feeædom that points all our darts 


J+ nerres all our hands, and that Reels all our 


5 . » oo WT . Ee * 

Fe LR2Y WE would Cie à TUOULRAG e 0 r, 

Try ” rn = * - 1 1 * 7 wc * 
Wert na: better to lire, and to Beat vou once more. 


20772 : uſurꝑp the command of the main, 
Delich „ faife Bou bon, the effort is vain ; 
Tour madnef; deſert, and his goodneſs implore 


ory 
oy 
£2 
2 
2 


Left we beat you till worſe, tan ve e' er did before. 


Encore, Encore, <© Or. 


* 
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CXXRXI. 
DAMON AND LAURA, 


Damon. 
ONTENTED all day J will fit by your fide, 
Where poplars far-ſtretching, o'cr-arch the 
cool tice; 
And white the clear river runs purling along, 
Tue thruſh and the linnet contend in their (ogg, 
The thruſh, Oc. 8 


I. AURA. 
While you are but by me no danger I fear, 
Ye lambs reſt in ſafety my Damon is near, 
Flay on, ye blithe kids, now your gambols may 
picaſe 
Tor my ſhepherd is kind, and my heart is at cafc, 
Fer my ſhepherd is kind, Cc. 


Dam o-n. 
Ye virgins of Þritain, bright rivals cf day, 
Phe wiſh of eack heart, and the theme of each lay, 
Ne'er yield to the ſwain, till he make you his wile, 
For he who loves truly will take her ſor life. 


For he who loves, Hr. 


Th 
Ne: 


ue, 


had 
7 


ie, 
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Lauka. 
Ye youths, who fcar nought but the frowns of the 
fair, 
'Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care 
Then ſcorn to their ruin aſſiſtauce to lend, 


Ner betray the feet creatur2 you're born to de- 


Bor. 
For N honour and Faith be our virgins renown'd, 
Nor ſalie to lis vews one yours lnepicrd be ſound : 
Le their raoments all guided by gjrtue and truth, 
lo preſerve in their age what they've gain'd in their 
youth. 
To pre erve, c. 


e,, ee. .. 


GXXXII. 
E 


LAS! when charmiag Cel:a's gone, 
I tigh, and think myſclf undone; 
But when the lovely nymph 1s here, 


I'm pleas'd, yet griev'd, I hope, yet fear : 
Taoughtleſs of all, but her, I rove; 
Al! tell ae, is not this call'd love ? 
| DU 2 
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Ah me! What Powers can move me  ? 
I die with grief when ſhe mult go, 
But I revive at her return, 

I pant, I freeze, I HA I burn; 


Tranſport fo ſtrange, ſo ſweet, £5 nc, 
Say can this be to friendſaip duc? 


Ah no 'tis Lore, tis now too pit, 
I feel, I feel, the pleaſan: pain; 
For who c'er {aw bright Cella's eyes, 


But with'd and long'd to by tlvir prize ? 


t - 4 ©» 
Cods ! if the traeit mul be bleſs'd, 


Oh! let her be! dy me poſſceſe d. 


Seer LGU: 


CIXXXIII. 
MUTUAL LOYE. 
HENE'ER I moe: my Cciia's er. 


FO , 
Jucct an. Ares Ty: . 7 bo 


My feet forget to moe: 
She too reclincs her lovely head, 
Soft bluſhes o'er her checks are icread : 


Sure, this is mutual love! 
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My beating heart is wrapt in bliie, 
When'er I ſteal a tender kiſs, 
Beneath the nlent grove 
Sue ſtrives to krawa and Puts me ty 2 
Yet anger dwells act in her eye. 
Sure This 15 mutual love! 
Aud once, oh, once! the deareſt mad, 
As on her breait my han was laid: 
Some {ccret impnulie Gre Ve 2 
Me, me, her gentle arms careſs'd, 
And to ker Loſom elęſely preſs' J; 


Sure ts was mutual love! 


Tranſported with her bloomiag charins, 
A ſoft lire my boſom warms, 

Forbidden joys to prove: 
Trembling, for fear ſhe ſnould comp!y, 
due from my arms prepares to fly, 


Thou zh warm'd with mutual love ! 


On! ſtay, I cry'd---Let Hymen's bands 
This moment tye cur willing hands, 

And all thy ſears remove. 
dae bluſh'd conſent, ker fears ſuppreſe'd : 
And now we live ſupremely bleſs'd, 

A life of mutual love. 
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CXXXIV. 
r 


Tuns--Myy Arron DEARIE. 


H Chloc! thou trealure, thou joy of my 


4 


re At, 
Since I pa. ed from thee, I'm a ſtranger to ref; 
I fly to the vrove there to Jangiiin und mourn, 
There to hl for my charmer and long to return; 
The heigs a1 aroun m are ſmlillug and gay, 
But they ſmiic ali in vam, my Cliloc's away, 
The ſield and the grove can aifury me no eaſe 


But bring me my Chloe, 2 delart will plcaſe. 


No virgin I ſce, yet my buſon alarms, 
I'm cold to the faireſt, though glowing wit 
| charms ; 
In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye: 
Theſe are not the looks of my Chloe, I cry. 
Theſe looks where bright love like the ſun fits er- 

thron'd, | 

And ſmiling diffuſcs his influence around; 


Twas thus I ſirſt view'd thee, my charmer, amaz' 


Thus gaz d I with wonder, and lov'd while I gad 


S en- 


27's 


22 U 
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Then, then the dear fair one vas ſtill in my 

ſight, 

t was plcafure all day, it was rapture all night ; 

But now by hard fortune, remov'd from my fair, 

jn ſecret I languiſh, a prey to deſpair; 

But abſence and torment abate not my flame, 

My Chloe's fl charming. my paſſion the ſame ; 

Cu! would flic preſerve me à lace in her breaſt, 

Then abicrce would pleaſe me, for I would be 
tt. 


WW, 2, . . ...e. 
CXXXV. 
3 30d 


OBE all ye ſſepherds of the plain, 
Come crery nymph and every ſwain, 
Leave all your work and kaite away, 
For Damon weds lis J ”11:aucla 3 
Let mirth and pl-aſare then go round, 
Let every heart with Toy abound, 
And we'il be merry, bEritk and gay, 


* 
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In honour of the happy dax T 


That Damon weds his Phillida: 
No melancholy ſhall be ſeen, 7 


All ſhalt be happy on the green, 
For we'll cail all our cares awar, 


When Damon weds his Phillida. 


N 
The roſe and lily we'll entwine, 
And every pleaſag flower we'll join, Fo 


And make a chaplet fair and gay, 
To deck the lovely Phillida, Le 
Beneath their fect we flowers will tre, 
And garlands hang on ev'ry Dough, 

And all to grace the wedding - day 0! 
Of Damon and his Phulida, | 


Wy, ©, >» ye, wwe, co 


3 No 

MAI. | | 
THE HELMETS Bu 
By Da BEATE. 8 | 


T the cloſ of the day, when the hamlet is 


ill, ' 

And raortals the ſweets of forgetfulneſs prove; | n 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And »4 $1t bit tie nightingale's ſong in the 


gore: 


t is 


— 82 
LOS 
* 
n,; 


the 
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Tas then by the cave of a mountain reclin'd, 

A hermit his nightly complaint thus began; 

Though mournful Lis numbers, his foul was re- 
ſign'd, 


He tuought as a ſage, tho' he felt as a mar. 


en! vihy thus abandon'd to darkneſs and woe ? 


Wiy thus lovely Philomel flows thy fad ſtrain: 
For ſpring ſhall return and a lover beſtow, 
And thy boſom no trace of misſortune retain : 
Yet if pity inſpice thee, On! craſe not the lay, 
urn ſweet complainer, man calls tice to 
me urn; 
On: ſooth him whoſe pleaſures lice thine paſs away, 
Full quickly they paſs, but they never return. 


Now glidiag remate on the verge of the ſky, 
Tue moon half extiaguiſh'd her creſcent diſplays; 
But lately I mark' d, when majeſtic on high 
due ſhone, and the planets were loſt in their 
blaze; 5 
Rel on, thou fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue 
The path tha" conducts thee to ſplendor agaia ; 
- But man's faded glory no change ſhall renew, 
att fool! to exult in a glory ſo vain, 


X 
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*Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more, 
I mourn, but ye woodlands I mourn not for you; 
For morn is approaching your charms to retore, 
Perſum'd with freſh fragrance, and glitt'riag with 
dew: 
Nor yet for the ravage of winter J mourn, 
Kind nature the embryo bloſſom will fare ; 
But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mouldering urn? 


Oh! when ſhall it dawn on the night of the grave: 


CXXXVII. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
: N Y temples with cluſters of grapes I'llentwine, 


In fearch of a Venus no longer I'll run, 


And barter ail joy for a goblet of wine; 


But ſtop and ſorget her at Bacchus's urn. Te 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiin the fair? 

*Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ;; 
For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs ? 


Tis woman v:hoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart; 


3 
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The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme is her ſway) 
Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice, forrow lifts up her head, 
And poverty liſtens, well-plras'd, from her ſhed; 
While age, in an extaſy, hobbling along, 

Beats time, with his crutch, to the tune of her ſong. 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's board, 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the board; 
II fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair, 


Tis the chirſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare. 
Seerose 


CXXXVIII. 
A FREE-MASONS SONG. 


ET maſonry from pole to pole, 
Her facred laws expand ; 
Far as the mighty weters roll, 
To waſh remoteft land! 
That virtue has not left manking, 
Her ſocial maxims prove 


For ſtamp'd upon the maſon's mind 
Are unity and love. 


XR 2 
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Aſcendirg to her native ſky, 
et Maſonry increaſe; 
A glorious pillar rais'd on li gh, 
Integrity its baſe. 
Peace adds to olive-boughs entwin'd 
An emblemat:c dove; 
As ſtamp d upon the maſon's mind 


Are unity and love. 
COULN PINA UN WL YN 


CXXXIX. 


SONG IN THE CAPR'CIQOUS LOVEES. 


OR various purpeſe ferves, the fan, 
As thus— 2 decent blind, 
Between the ſticks to peep at man, 
Ner yet betray your mind. 


Each action has a meaning plain, 
Reientment's in the ſnap; 

A ftirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain; 
Conſent, a gentle tap. 


All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, 


F. 


ꝙ— 
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And to advantage ſweetly ſtews 
The hand, if not the heart. 


Tis ſolly's ſceptre, nrit deſign'd 
By love's capricious boy,. 

Who knows how lightly ali mankind 
Are govern'd by a toy. 


DD = I 

CXL. | 

SONG IN THE WEDDING XING. 

HEN firſt the youth his fears forſook, 
Ard. that he lov'd I fondly heard, 


What ſweetneſs was in ev'ry look, 
What eloquence in ev'ry word! 


From her whole ſtore, to make me bleſs'd, 
Did fortune bid me chooſe ; 

How gladly would I all the reſt 
For love, and him, refuſe. 
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CXLI. 
A FAVOURITE SONC. 


O heal the ſmart à bee had made 
Upon my Chloe's face. 
Honey upon her cheek ſhe aid, 
And bid me kiſs the place. 


Pleas'd, I chey'd, and from the wound 
Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart ; 


Honey on my lips | found, 
The ſting within my heart. 


M = © <>, = ao. = 


CXLN. 
YOUNG COLIN. 


O court me young Colin came many a mile, 
And oft by my fide he has ſet, 

His meaning | often requeſted to know, 
And wonder'd what he wou'd be at : 

To gain me he ſaid many pretty ſoft things, 
Deſcribing the heighth of his paſſion; 

When often ['ve bid him to hold his fool's tongue, 
Though faith, twas againſt inclination. 


1 
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could not help laughing ſometimes I declare, 


He ſwore he'd love beyond meoature 

| Hd kiſs me, and, —ſighing, — he'd kiſs me again, 
And ſaid I was his whole pleaſure ; 

When I bid him forbear, - my heart it faid—no, 
'Twzs not in my pow'r to deny 

And when he requeſted if I'd be his wife 
That moment I thought I ſnould—die. 


The girl that ſays no, never meant it as ſo, 
Though ſeemingly prudifſh or fly, 

She may jay what ſhe will, - but cannot difows 
That no—the word—yes does imply. 

0% times as he walk'd he wou'd tell a love tale, 
And vow that for me he ſhou'd die; 

Cut rather than ſuch a miſchance ſhould e'er-hap 
I thought I'd much better comply. 


y heart all the time, how it play'd pit-a-pat 
The minute he urg'd his requeſt, 

And if to be teiz dl thought any more, 
It wou'd to the purpoſe be belt. 


| Tothe church in the village next morning lie wen*, 
All nonſenſe being over and done, 

The prieſt at the altar united our hands, 

And Colin and I were made one. 
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CXLIII. 
SE YOUR COUNTRY RIGHT Fp. 


OME ye lads who wiſh to ſhine 
— Bright in future ſtory, * 
Haſte to arms and form the line 
That leads to martial glory; 


CHORUS. 


Charge the muſket, point the lance, 
Brave the worlt of dangers, 
Tell the bluſtering ſons of Crane 
That we to fear are ſtrangers, 
" Butwin, when the lion's rouz d, 
And her flag is rearing. 
Always finds her ſons diſpos'd 
To drub the foe that's daring, 


Charge the muſket, Ce. 


Hearts of oak with ſperd advance, 
Pour your naval thunder 

Om the trembling ſhores of France, 
And ike tle world with wonder. 


Charge the muſſcet, . 


H 


Gi 
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Honour for the brave to faare 


Is the nobleſt booty; 
Guard your coaits, protect che fair, 
For that's a Driton's duty. 
Charge tac muitet, O. 
What it Spain to take their parts, | 
Form a baſe alliance, 
Al unite, and Dritifh hearts 


| 
| 
May bid the world defiance 


CHORUS. 


Beat the drum the trumpet ſound 
Manly aud united; 
Danger face, maintatu your ground, 


And fee your country ri ghted. 
Are 


CXLIV. 
YOUNG JAMIE. 


LITHEST lids and laſſes gay, 


Har what my ſong diſcloſes; 
As I one morning ſleeping lay 


Upon a bank of roſes, 
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Young Jamie whitking o'er the mead, 
By good luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 
He touch'd his bet net of his head, | 


And ſoftlꝝ ſat dow. by me. 


Jamie though I right meikle pri-'d, * 
Yet now I wadna ken him, 


But with a frown my face disguis'd, 


And ſtrove away to fend him. K 
But fondly he ſtiil nearer preſt, 5 
And by my fide down lying, | 
His beating heart di! thump fo faſt, 
T thought the lad was dying. 1. 
But ſtill reſch ing to deny, » 
And angry paſſion feigning, | 
I often roughly thet him by, 2 
With werds full of diidatuing. ; 
Poor Jamie baulk'd, no favour wins, 55 
Went off much diſcontented, * 
But I in truth for all my fins 
Ne*er half ſo much repented. L.- 
\ 
P. 
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CXLY. 
TWO STRINGS IO ONE”'s BOW. 


HO' by Colin I now am forſaken, 
No wiow my temples ſhall bind; 
Tho in cone I by chauce zm milltaken) 
Anouher I Lupe will prove kind: 
Young Colin would leave me in forrow, 
Yet this I would lade him to know. 
From hm tis good maxim 1 borrow, 


is beſt to have two Urings to onc's bow. 


[ own his briglit eyes were my pleasure, 
When love from their beams ſmil'd on me; 
I cn he was once all my treaſure, 
But I' be as fickle as he. 
tozg Damon can cure all my ſorrow, 
And this i wou'd have you to know, 


From the men this good maxim I borrow, 


L Ahey've always two ſtrings to their bow. 


Len ladies to ſcorn the falſe rovers, 
ha ſuun you becauſe you are true; 
Pre content and kind to your lovers, 
Cay v dcy prove conſtant to you ; 


32 
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For a falſe one tis folly to languiſh; 
Then attend to my counſel and know, 
To avoid all ſuch pining and anguiſh, 


I make ſure of two ſtrings to my bow. 
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No paſions to plegue him, no cares 10 torment, 


His conitant companions arc health and content; 
Their Joruilips in lace may take nutz if they will, 
For he's honeſ—thorgh daubh'd wich the Euill of tits 
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70 lprings ſrum his Cottage, 25 30 und as May; , 
1 ſully wiitiles a. 

le chiearſully whittles, regardleſs of care, 


Or nngs the Jail ballad he bought at the fair: 
7 7 N *r\ * - * ' 
While courtivrs are toil'd in the cobweb of ſtate, 
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„ fraud, nor ambition, his bolum goth fill, 
contented he works if there's grit for his mull, 

% Sunlay, bedect.'d in lis home-{pun array, 

A church he's the loucelt to chant, or to pray; 
s Gown to a dinner of plain Engliſh food; 

aud, tho? ſimple the pudding. Lis appciite's good. 
at nie ht, when tlie prieſe and exciſeman are Sone, 
He guails at the aichoute with Noger aud John; 
Ihen returns to his pillow, and Creams of no in, 


„ monarch's more biel. than the man ut t. 
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CL. VII. 
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IT AT numbers ſhall the muſs repeat? 
VC hat verſe be found to praiſe my Annie? 
On her ten thouſand graces wait, 
Lach fwain adinires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 
vice firſt ſhe trod the happy plain, 
dhe ſet each yourhſu? heart on fire; 
Lach nymph docs to her ſwain complain, 
That Annie Kindles new deiire. 


This lovely Carling, deareſt care, 


Thi nw Cuight, this ckarming Arnie, 
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Like ſummer's daten, ſhe s ſrefh and fair, 
When Fiora's fragrant Lreezes fun ye. 
A' Cay the am'rous y withs convecn, 
Jeyous they ſport and ply before her; 
A' night, when ſhe nac imtur is ſccn, 
In bliſsful dreams they £41 adure her. 


Amang the crowd umyntor cane, 
He look'd, he bn "Us he Low d to Anne 3 
His riürg fol rents his hame, 
His words v.ee TH EW ies Mays. 
Wi miles the to wely mand reply d, 
Kind ſhepherd, Way fond I dece.ve ye: 
91 


Flas! vour love mauu be deny'd, 


This def iu'd brea can ne'er releove ye. 


Young Damon came, wich Cupid's art, 

His wilcs, and ſmiles, his charms beguiling, 
He ſtaw awa” ry virgin heart; 

Ceaſe, poor Amyator, ceaſc bewalling. 
Some brighter beauty you may find, 

On yonder plains the nymphs are many; 
Then chuſe ſome heart that's unconfin'd, 

And leave to Damon his own Anmz, 


v'Y 
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CALVIE, 
THF BRITISH FAIR. 


w—_— US, mcauer themes diſdaining, 


Fo the Ivriit's call repair; 
10 1150 29 L N P + 3 


And the l rings to rapture itratuing, 


Come and praiſe the Britiſh Fair. 


(icfs, thronghout the land victorious, 


Dorn 10 conder and to ſpore, 


* * 
ere nc Taliant, were not go UTIUUSY 


S 


Till commanded by the Fair. 


All the works of worth 2nd merit, 


Which the ſons of art prepare, 


Have no reafure, life, or ſpirit, 


But as burrow'd from the Fair. 


Nalon is as weak as paſulon; 


But if you ſor Re declare, 


Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 


Faveur'd by the Britiſh Fair. 
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(XI. IX. 
SONG IN I'IIE CONSCIOUS LCVERS. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can i: turmeat ! 
A II Litter, © tell me whence comes my content 
Since l ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſnould I complaty, 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know tis in vain? 
Yet ſo pleaing the pain is, fo foft is the datt, 


That at once ĩt both wounds me and ticks my lens 


4 by paſſionate gt ence I make my love knoun: 
Put, oh! r m bleſt when fo kind he does prove, 
By ſome will: 1g miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When, in itr.vins to hide, ſne reveals all her flame, 


And our eyestell cachother what neither dare nam; 


How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are the charm: 
How deli ghtſul embraces! hew peaceful her aue. 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to lune; 

Tis taught us on earth, and by all tliings abore: 
And tobeauty'sbri hit a nndard all heroes mull yield, 


Tor tis beauty that conquere, and keep*rth: Fair hÞtd, 
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CL. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Tunc,—ROSLIN CASTLE. 


Rey Roſlin caſtle's echoing walls 


Reſounds my ſhepherd's ardent calls, 
Mr Colin bids me come away, 
And love demands I ſhould obey. 
His melting ſtrain and tuneful lay, 
do much the charms of love &i{play, 
[ rield nor longer can refrain 


To own my love, and bleſs my ſwaln. 


No longer can my heart conceal 
The painful pleaſing flame I feel, 
Ayr foul retorts the am'rous ſtrain, 
and echoes back in love again; 


Where lurks my ſonglter ? from what grove 


Does Colin pour his notes of love ? 


O bring me to the happy bow'r, 


x”, * 
Where mutual love may Þlifs ſecure. 


Ye vocal hills that catch the long, 
lepeating, as it flies along, 


Z 


17? 
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To Colin's car my ſtrain convey, 
And fav, I haſte to come away. 
Ye zephyrs ſoft that fan the gale, 
Waft to my love tne ſoothing tale, 
In wipers all my foul exprets, 


And tell, 


11 14a; te h:32 Arms TO blets. 
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CLI. 
THE GOL DFINCH TO CHLOUT. 


RECITATIVE, 
O Henict's pleaſing notes as Clulce Jung 
The charms of heav'nly liberty, 
A gentle bird till then wita bondage pleas'd, 
With ardour panted to be free ; 
His priſon broke, he ſecks the diſtant plain ; 


* . oy ; 1 * ws e — 3 
Y-t e*cr he flies, tunes forth this partin g cal. 


Ala. 

Whilſt to the diſtant vale I wing, 
Nor wait the ſlo return of ſpring, 
Rather in lcafeſs groves to divelb 
Than in my Chloc's warmer cell, 
Forgive mc, miſtreſs, fince by tice 


Jiri waz taught {wect liberty. 
— 


Di 


. 
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$02 as the welcome ſpring ſaall chear, 
With genial warmth the drooping year, 
i] tel, upon the topmo!t ſpray, 
ſhy ſxecter notes improv'd my lay. 
Ard in my priſon learn'd from thee 


To warble forth fweet liberty. 


Wale not oa me an ulcleſ care. 
That kind concern let Strephon ſhare : 
light are my ſorrows, flight my ills, 

19 thoſe which he, poor captive ; feel.. 
ho kept in hopelcf> bonds by thee, 
et {ſtrives not for his liberty. 


>, >; >>> io 


CLIL 
THE HAPPY SWAIN. 


ppg from the briak of defpaic, 
As light as a feather my mind; 
Diffulv'd in the winds all my care, 


Now Pliilis Las vow'd to be kind. 


A: blithſome and chearful as May, | 
Together we range o'er the green; 


& 2 
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Her beauties I pipe all the day, 
* night 1 erabrace with my Quæen. 


Such innocent fondne!; ye ſwains, 
The great ones are rao rs untn ; 
And Kings (for we I. v. TY the pl as! 


* * * . . — 
But rarely tuck haz bing Kno. 


If darics F pics fr ker hair, 
Or b:i-berrics rin, from the rocks; 
She {milvs---2 rzuard---the fixict fais, 
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A wrenh now my Clarmer has wove, 
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Ct myriles, and woutbincis, ans Lar 
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(Fond token of conjugal love) 
And “takt it, my 1 2prerd?” the I= 
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Put are not, a ved to Cute: 


Ia 


The CHEARFUL COMPANRLOLc. 13! 


CUI, 
A FAVOURITE SCOTCH SONG. 
W HEN tirit the Lalt begins to dawn, 


And natvr:'s beauties rite, 
The lark ailumes her matting ſwert, 
Aud feeks the yielding ies: 


— £1 


7 , © 
Tue rolfy litt that glads her mule, 


= 


Dear to tier breait mult be; 

But not ſo dear, my ſhepherd Ln. 
As Damon is to me. 

la yonder tree two turtles bill, 
Whoſc tivect altern ite uOtcs, 

la pretty longs of io prulung 
The mutic in their throats : 

Dear to the lover's Hatt'ring breail, 
lhe fair one's note muſt be, 

but not fo dear the thouſaudth part 


As Damon is to me. 


a mourniag bird in plaintive mood, 
Robb'd of her callow young, 
lu yonder grove obſerv'd her net, 


And till her woes ſhe fuvg : 
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No feather'd warbler dt the wood 
More forrowful could be; 
Put I far Treater wUC3 att ſhare 


Were Damon tori from me. 
WP ODIN LN 2 


CLIV. 
. 
— 
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HE winter ot froſt and of ſow 
L216 1 ' 
Has fed from tac fircams and our plains, 
't be vi'let is ready to blow, 


i te blachbird is tuning his itrains : 

le meadows begin to look gay, 
The woods in new dreſſes appear, 

And the cvekow has told us to-day, 


That May-tide will quickly be hcre. 


Oh come to my cottage, my dear, 
If ſpring-time can give you delight, 
Sweet mulic ſhall we come your car; 
What's lovely ſhall gladden your ſight; 


As fait as the flow'rets can riſe, 


Both garlands and arbors I'll make, 
Oh do not the labours deſpiſe, 
That's thought of and done for your ſake. 


N 


* 


The CHIEARFUL COMPANION. 183 
C:1:14 Colin hear half what I fay, 


To my cut in 2 moment lied Ay; 
But 'tis you my fond voice mutt obey, 
Tor Colin is nothing to me. 

I ey has but charms for my ſwain, 

It to me you would wiſh to be kind, 
If love does not call you in vain, 


You'll come on the wings of the wind. 


. 2, yy yy 2, =>, uw 


CLV. 
SU MN 0 © 


HEN th: trees all their beautiful verdure 
renew, 
And the meadows look charmingly gay, 
When ſmiliag Creation looks blooming to view, 


Repicte with the beauties of May. 


When the light- hearted Shepherd chants muſical 
ſtrains, 
As he pipes to his flocks on the hill; 
And the Larabkins delighted ſkip blyth o'er the 
pluias 


Or friſic by the murmuring rl. 
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T Wi * - . 
When the cows round the country a gading repair, 


Or beneath the cool thade ſnun the heat, 
When the crimton- check'd mux-maid docs kindly 
prepare, 
For her iweet-heart 2 ſyllabub treat. 


When the country girls wantonly ſport in the deep, 
So cautious that all muſt be huſh, 

Yet oft the ſly ruſtic procures a full peep, 
From the fide of ſome killock or buſh. 


At eve when the lads and the laſſes do meet, 
In a circle to dance ou the green, 

With native ſimplicity, void of deceit, 
And modeſty itampt on their mein; 


When the birds ſeem infpir'd by the ſmiling ſerene, 
In muſical melody vie; 
And the hares midſt the corn fields, they ſafely 
remain, 


Or ſecure in the green meadows lie. 


In a ſnug rural cottage ſurrounded with trees, 
Where murmuring rivulets glide, 

My attendants be Plenty, Contentment and Eaſe, 
In ſolitude let me reſide ; 


ep, 
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AN. 
A SCOTCH BALLAD. 


N Tay's fair banks you've often ſaid 
You wiſh'd that I would try to love ye, 
And you'd do all to pleaſe your maid 
But fear'd my lot was far above ye. 
I heed not dad or mother's ſcorn, 
| Love gives me to my lad ſo bonny 
We for each other ſure are born, 


Then take me to your arms my Johony. 


My birth they ſay was high and ſo 


For greater match they do deſign me, 
They'd have me. fly from one ſo low, 
But love and fate to you incline-me. 
I heed not dad, &c. 


but ſince I ſpeak my honeſt mind, 
And ſwear that you're the ſwain to pleaſe me, 
Vl you be tender, fond and kind, 
And never wiſh to leave or teaſe me? 
I heed not dad, ic. 


A a 
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I know your heart is good and true 
As any laird's, fo let's not tarry, 
To Tay's fair ſtream, we'll bid adicu, 
For folks in love, 'tis beſt to marry, 
I heed not dad, Q. 


„ ww e > = 


2 PUDDING 


CLVII. I 
FRIENDSHIP TRIUMPHANT, | 
ſ 


OW cruel and hard 1s my caſe, 

Thus rack'd between friendſhip and love, 
My Chloe poſſeſſes each grace, 
That is ſhar'd by the angels above. 
Her beauty an hermit might warm, 
The ſwan is excellid by her mien, 
She has fenſe that Minerva might charm, 
She's enchanting to hear and be ſeen, 

How cruel and hard is my caſe, 

Thus rack'd between friendſhip and log. 
My Chloe poſſeſſes each grace, 
That is ſhar'd by the angels above. 


Le God's, what delight ſhould I prove, 
{Since Chloe attends to my ſtrains) 
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If my Strephon, my friend, did not love, 
And of Chloe chauat over the plains : 


But alas ! if my Chloe I wed, 

My Strephon's poor boſom 'twill rend, / 
His body will mix with the dead, 

And I muſt ſurvive my dear friend. 


How cruel, Ee. 


Then, can I my Strephon deitroy ! 
Or purchaſe my bliſs with his death 
Orcan I my Chloe enjoy, 
Wnen I've robb'd her adorer of breach | 
No; rather than murder my friend, 
To-Strephon my love I'll reſign ; 
And, though I'm approaching my end, 
That I've biefs'd them I ne'cr ſhall repine. 


How cruel, Sc. 


Wy, ©, >, 2 © >» >, ay 


CLVIII. 
THE HAPPY WARNING. 


I OUNG Colin once courted Myrtillothe prude, 


If he figh'd or look'd tender ſte cried he was 
rude : 


Aa 2 
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Tho? he begs with devotion, ſome eaſe for his pain, 
Thc ſhepherd got nothing but frowns and diſdain, 
Fatigu'd with his folly, his ſuit he gave o'er, 

And vow'd that no female ſhould fetter him more, 


He ſtrove with all caution to eſcape from the net; 
But Chloe ſoon caught him, a ſiniſh'd coquett, 
She glanc'd to his glances, ſhe ſigh'd to his fighs, 
And flatter'd his hopes in the language of eyes, 
Alas for poor Colin. when put to the teſt, 
Himſelf and his paſſion prov'd all but a jeſt. 


By the critical third he was caught in the ſnare, 
By Fanny, gay, young, unaffeRed, and fair; 
When ſhe found he had merit and love took his part, 
She dally'd no longer, but yielded her heart, 
With joy they ſubmitted to Hymen's decree, 
And now arc as happy as happy can be. 


As the roſe bud of beauty ſoon fickens and fades, 
The prude and coquett are two lighted old maids 
Now their ſweets are all waſted, too late they repent 
For tranſport untaſted, for moments miſpent 3 
Ye virgins take warning, improve by my plan, 
And fix the fond youth when you prudently can. 
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CLIX. 
MAY 1S THE MOTHER OF LOVE. 


HE virgin when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vow, 

The birds ſweet bill on every ſpray, 

And poplars embrace with their boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 

Ador'd for her beauty above ; 
that live on the plain, 
May as the mather of love. 

| Hail May, Ce. 


Au che weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyer careſſes the pine; 
The bee fleals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine : 


| The pink by the rivulets fide, 


That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downwards to kiſs the ſoft tide, 
May, May is the mother of love. 
Hail May, G. 


May tinges the butterfly's wing ; 
He flutters in bridal array : 
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If larks and the ſweet linnets ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them hy May: © 
The ſtock-dove, reclnſe with her mate, Wh 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove z c 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
May, May is the mother of love, 
Haul May, E. 


The goddeſs will viſit you ſoon; 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay; 


Get pipes, oh ye ſhephercs in tune, * 
For muſic muſt. welcome the May : 
Would Damon-liave Phillis prove kind, F 
And all his keen anguiſh remove, 
Let him tell a ſoft tale and he'!l find, Tr 
May, May is the mother of love. 7 
= 2D, OS > SI ala 
' * 
A SCOTS SONG. 5 
Tune, — PINXYVHOUSxk. Tot 
ol 
S Sylvia in a foreſt lay, 
To vent her woe alone; This 
Her ſwain Sylvander came that way, H 


And heard her dying moan. 


. 


E. 
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| Ak! is my love (the ſaid) to you, 


8o worthleſs and fo vain ? 
Why is your wonted fondneſs now 5 
Converted to diſdain ? 


You row'd the light ſhould darkacſs turn, 
E'er you'd exchange your love 
ſn ſhades now may creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove, 
t for this | credit gave 
1 oath you ſwore? 


But ah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 


Who moſt our charms adore. 


Tis plain, your Griſt was all deceit, 
The practice of mankind : 

Alzs! I ſee it but too late, 
My love had made me blind. 

for you delighted I could die: 
But oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 

To think that credulous conſtant I 
Should by your ſelf be kill'd. 


This faid— all breatbleſs, fick znd pale, 


Her head upon her hand, 
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She found her vital ſpirits fail, 
And ſenſes at a ſtand. 


- 'Sylvander then began to melt: 


But e er the word was given, 
The heavy hand of death ſhe felt, 
And ſigh'd her ſoul to heaven. 


CLI. 
HERO AND LEANDER. 


T EANDER on the bay 


L Of Helleſpont, all naked ſtood; 
Impatient of delay, 
He leap'd into the fatal flood : 
The raging ſeas 
(Whom none can pleaſe) 


-*Gainſt him their malice ſhew ; 


The heav'ns lour'd, 
The rain down pour'd, 
And loud the winds did blow. 


Then caſting round his eyes, 
Thus of his fate he did complain ; 

Ye cruel recks and ſkies! | 
Ye ſtormy winds and angry main ! 


i 
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What tis to miſs 


ne lover's bliſs 


* 
128! re do rot know; 


Make me vont wreck, 
As I come back, 


/ | Brt ſpare me 


— as I go. 


Lol —yonder ſtands the tow'r ! 


Where my beloved Nero lxyes : 


d tins th* apphinted hour, 

h ſets to watch her longing eyes: 
To his fond ſuit, 

The Gods were mute, 


, az RD ANON. > 
The billows anferer'd n= 1; * 


But ſunk the youth as low, 


Mean while the wiſking muid, 
Divided *twixt her care and love; 
New docs his ſtay upbraid, 
Saw dreags ie ſhould the paſſage prove: 
O fate ! laid the, 
For heav'n nor thee, 
Our vows ſhall cer divide; 


B b 
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I'd leap this wall, 
Could I but fall, 
By my Leander's ide, 


At length the riſing fun 
Did to her light reveal too late. 
That Hero was undone, 
Not by Leander's fault, but fate: 
Said ſhe, I'll ſhew, 
Though we are two, 
Our loves were ever one: 
This proof I'll give, 
I will not live, 


Nor ſhall he die alone. 


Down from the wall ſhe leap'e 
Into the raging ſeas to him, 


Courting each wave ſhe met, 


To teach her wearied arms to ſwim: 


The ſea-gods wept, 
Nor longer kept 
Her from. her lover's fide ; 
When join'd at laſt, 
She graſp'd him fait, 
Then Ggh'd embrac'd, and died. 


F 
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CLXAIE 
# FAVOURITE SONG. 


Tune, HaLLOWE'EN. 


W II langs that cloud upon thy brow ? 
Ja rauteous heav'n e'er while ſerene; 
Whence do theſe forms and tempeſts flow, 
Or what t!:is guſt of paſſiva mean? 
And mult ten mankind loſe that light, 
Which in nine eyes was wont to ſhine, 
And lie obſcur'd in endleſs night, 
For each poor filly ſpeech of mine? 


Dear child, how can IT wrong thy name, 
Since *tts acknowledg'd at all haude, 
That could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 
Thy beauty can make large amends : 
Or if I durit profane!y try, 
Thy beauty's pow'rful charms tuphra'd, 
Thy virtue well might give the lye, 


Nor call thy beanty to its aid, 


For Venus every heart nnn 
With all her charm; bas deck'd thy face; 
4 P b 3 
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And Pallas with unuſual care, 

Bids wiſdom heighten every grace. 
Who can the donvle pain endure ? 
Or who mvfl not reſign the field 

To thee, ccleſtial maid, ſecure 


With Cupid's bow and Pallas“ ſhicld? 


If then to thee ſuch power is given, 
Let not a wretch in torment live, 
But ſmile, and Icarn to copy heaven, 
Since we muſt n ser it forgive, 
Yet pitz ing heaven not only docs 
Forgive the cf. nder and the offence, 
Put even itſelf appeas'd bellows, 
As the reward of penitence, 
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CLXIII. 
THE ROASTPEEFOFCLDEN GLA: 
A CANTA-T A. 
TAEIN FROM A CELEBRATED PRINT OF THE 
INGENIOUS H.,GARTH» 


RECITATIVE. 
, WAS at the gate ef Calais, Hogarth tells, 


Were {ad deſpair and famine always dwells 


1. 
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A meagre Frenchman, Madam Crandiire's cock, 


As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, at way tcok: 


Pending bencath the weight of lam d Sir-Loin, 


Good father Dominick by chance came by, 


With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy e 


Who, when he flrit beheld the greaſy load, 
His beacdiction on it he beitow*:! : 
He lick'd his chaps, and thus the ku 


ATR, 


” = 1 
(A Lowe, 75 4 4 Friar cans, & c. 


Oh rare ruaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
[ ly was doom? 4 do it Ave thee _ 

When erefs't and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwiming in thy gravy, 

Not alt thy country's foes combin'd, 


Should irem my fury fave thee. 


Renown'd Sir-Loin, oft times decreed 
ce theme of Engliſh ballad ; 
On thee cv'n Kings have deign'd to feel, 


Unknown to Frenchman's palate ; 


Thea how much doth thy taſte exceed 


Soup-meagre, frogs, and ſallad 


bt ad-. 


1 
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REcCiTATIVE., 
A kalf-tary'd i013; Er, ſnirtleſ. 7 pale , and lean, 
Who fuch a ftit betiore had never {een 


* . -. n * » 9 9 7 
Like Garri 8 frigiue CU Hart, 2 p- 7 8 n too 


d, 


And gaz'd with sonder on che Erie 1004, 
His morning's meſe foriook tle friendly bow', 
And in ſ:nall treans Zong the peveme: G Ack. 
He heav'd a ſigh wii) gave huis heart relief, 


And tlie 5 in plantive TIN Ly ver war "© 111 15 get. 


A1 F. 
( £;9%"s Ainue? V 
Ah, ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſce yord-r, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar it is de roalt beef from Londre; 
Oh! grant to me von letel bite. 
Put to my guts if you give no leeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denics; 
In kind compaſſion unto my 2 


Return, and let me feaſt my cves. 


RECITATIVE. 
His fellow- guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whole brazen front his country did betre; 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By boncſt means to gain his diy bread. 


- 


W. 
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Soon 25 the well-known proſpect he defery'd, 


la blubb'ring accents dolce fully he cry d: 


AI A. 
( Ellon-a- Reon. } 
rect becf, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
ducet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy #ght is, 
ght is, 
To view thee, by pailfuls runs out at my eyes. 


OL 3. . 
Mt 407 , THAt 10 I 


While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 
alle here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 
Al, hard-hearted Louis 
Why did I come to you? 
Tue gallows, more kiad, would have ſav'd me from 


ſtarving. 


RECITATIVE. 
Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney fate, 
Who fed his noſe, and fcratch'd his ruddy pate ; 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 
His dear-lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide ; 
With lifted hands he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſerubb' l hiraſclf, and thus bewail'd his caſe. 


ws 
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AIX. 
[ The Briam of Cowd:ni tens.) 
How hard, oh! Sawricy, is thy bt, 
Who was fo liche of late, 
To tee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is fo great! 
O the beef the bonny bonay becf, 
When rouited nice and brown ; 
I with I had a ſlice of thee, 


How ſweet it would gang dowa ! 


Ah! Charley, bhadſt thou not been ſcen, 
This nc'er had kapp'd to me: 
I would the de'il had pick'd mine ey'n. 
Ere I had gung'd wi” thee. 
O the roaſt becf, Se. 


* 
. 


TCL ATLIYL # 


© 


Dut, foe k my rauſe to England takes her it, 


Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George”: 


throne, 


And whips, and chains, and tortures are not know. 


Tl. o“ Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſnould rw 


In rumtie fable give me leave to ſing. 


* 
87 


Th 
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A1R. 
As once on a time, a young frog, pert and vain, 
Peheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted the ſize he could quickly attain. 


O the roalt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Englith roaſt beef. 


Then cagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mama, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 


Cd, Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame.” 
O the roaſt beef, Se. 


Put deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt, 

An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firft, 

Til ſwelling and training too hard made him burſt, 
O the roalt beef, Dc. 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear, 
The Ox is old England, the Frog is Monſieur ; 
Vhoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 


O the roat beef, Qs. 


tor vile by our commerce and arts we are able 
Lo fee the Sir-Licn ſmoak ing hot on our table, 


The French may c'cn burit, Iike the Frog in the 
fable. 


O the roaſt beef cf Ole England, .. 


C 
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CLXIV. 
THE SPINNING WHEEL. 
O eaſe his-heart and own his flame, 


Young Jocky to my cottage cune, 
And though I lik'd him paſling weel, 
I eareleſs turn'd my ſpinning wheel, 


My mil&-wkitc hands he did extol, 
And prais d my fingers long and ſimall 
Unuſual joy my heart did feel, 

But till I turn'd my ſpinning whecl. 


Then round about my ſlender waĩſt 
He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd ; 
To kiſs my hand he down did &neel, 
But yet J turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 


With gentle voice 1 bid him riſe, 
He blefs'd my neck, my lips, and eyes : 
My fondneſs I could ſcarce conceal, 

But ye: I turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 


Till bo!der grown, ſo cloſe he prefs'c, 
His wanton thoughts I quickly gueſs d; 
Then puſh'd him from my rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 


A 


* 
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At lat when I began to chide, . 


He ſwore he meant me for his bride : 
Twas then my love I did reveal, 


Ard ung away my fpinning wheel, 


EP 'Þ, w>, >, ©, 2, te, >» 

CLXV. 
AFAVOURITE SONG. 
| WROTE BY A LADY. 


EE? not ve ſtreams ot gentle Tay; 


W 


Though wars have call'd my love away, 
Heav'n will protect my faithful Johny. 


Nor mourn ye fiew'ry banks ſae bonny . 


"Twas fame that urg'd him to the ſield, 
Twas fame inſpir'd him thus to leave me; 
Fieas'd I ſurvey'sd the glitt'ring ſhield. 


But ab! how much our parting grieves me! 


Let dad 2nd iretſul mother ſcold, 
And for tome richer laird deiign me; 
Yet neither pow'r, nor pomp, nor gold, 
Frem youthful Johnny fall incline me. 
"Twas ſame, Se. 


Ce 2 
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What's wealth compar'd to him I love! 
To him forever fond to pleaſe me? 
The live long day beneath the grove 
To kiſs, to clap, to bleſs and ſqueeze me ? 


"I was fame, Cc. 


Weep not, ye ſtreams of ſilver T 
Nor mcurn ye flow'ry banks, fac bonny! 
Though arms allur'd my love away, 
Heav'n will return unhurt my 1 "BR 
Twas fame that urg'd him to the field, 
Twas fame inipi-'d him thus to leave me; 
Picas'd I ſurvey'd the glitt'ring ſhicld, 


* 4 a nd. 1 
But ah! how much our parting grie tes me! 
ww wo 
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CLXVI. 
BIDE YE-Y-E'T. 


IN I bad a wee kouſe and a canty wee: fire, 
A bonny wee wane to praiſe and admire, 

A bonny wee yardy, alide a wee burn, 
Farewell to the bodies that yammer and mourn. 

rd bide ye yet, and bide ye yet, 

Ye bttle ken what may betide ye yet: 

Some bony wee body may be my lot, 

And Vil ay be canty wi' thinking oft. 
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When I gang afeld, and come hame at een, 


u get my wee wiſie fou neat and fou clean, 
And a bony wee bairnic upon her knee, | 
| 


That will cry papa or daddy to me. 
c. And bide ye yet, Sc. 


Jud if there ſhould happen ever to be 
4 diff'rence a'tween my wee wiſie and me, 


in hearty good humour, altho' ſhe be teaz'd, 


[i kifs her, and clap her, until ihe be pleag'd. 
And bide ye yet, and bide ye yct, 
Ye little ken what may betide ye yet; 
Some bonny wee body may be my lot, 


And I'll ay be canty wi' thinking o't. 


WS, >, 2, 2, > 2, ©, vw 


CLXVII. 
THE GREY-COCK. 


re, Saw ye my father, or ſaw ye my mother, 

Or ſaw ye my true love John? 

| aw not your father, I ſaw not your mother, 
But I ſaw your true love John. 


it's now ten at night, and the ſtars gi'e nae light, 
And the bells they ring ding dong; 

He's met wi” ſome delay, that cauſeth him to ſtay, 
But he will be here ere long. 


Fg 
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The ſurly auld cart did nacthing but ſnarxl, 
And Johnny's face it grew red ; 

Yet tho” he often ſigh'd, he ne'cr a word reply's 
Till all were aſleep in bed. 


Up Johny roſe, and to the door he goes, 
And gently tirled the pin; 

The laſſic taking tent, unto the door ſhe went, 
And ihe open'd and let him in. 


And are ye come at lait, and do T hold ye fat? 
And is my Johny true ? 

I hae nac time to tell, but ſae Jang's I like my{ell, 
Sae lang Mall I love you. 


Flee up, flee up, my bonny grey cock, 
And craw when it is day; 

Your neck ſhall be like the bonny beaten gold, 
And your wings of the ſilver grey. 


The cock prov'd falſe, and un: rue he was, 
For he crew an hour o'er ſoon ; 

The laſſie thought it day when ſhe ſent her love aui 
And it was but a blink of the moon. 


yd 
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CLXVIII. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Tune, — BANKS OF FORTH. 


FE {yivan pow'rs that rule the plain, 
* Where ſweetly winding Forth do glide, 
Conduct me to theſe banks again, 

Since there my. charming Molly bides. 
Theſe banks that breathe their veraal ſweets, 
Where ev'ry ſpuling beauty meets: 

Wirre Molly's charms adorn the plain, 


And chenr the heart of eviry ſwain. 


Trice happy were the golden days, 
When I, amid{ the rural throng, 

On Fortha's meadows breath'd my lays, 
And Molly's charms were all my ſong. 

While ſhe wie preſent all were gay, 

No ſorrow did our mirth allay ; 

Ve: ſung of pleaſure, ſung of love, 

and muſie breath'd in ev'ry grove. 


) then was I the happieſt ſwain ! 
No adverſe fortune marr'd my joy; 
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The ſhepherds figh'd for her in vain, 
On me ſhe ſmil'd, to them was coy. 
O'er Fortha's mazy banks we ſtray'd: 
I woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous maid ; 
The beauteous maid my love return'd, 


And both with (qual ardour buru'd. 


Once on the moſſy bank reclin'd, 
Where Forth ran hy in murmuts deer 
It. was my happy chance to find 
The charming Molly lull'd aſteep : 
My heart then leap'd with inward blitz, 
I foftly ſtoop'd and ftole a kiſs; 
She wak'd, ſhe bluſl'd, and faintly blaw'd, 


Why, Damon arc you not aſham'd ? 


Oft in the thick embow'ring groves, 

Where birds their muſic chirp'd aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our loves, 

And Fortha's fair meanders view d. 
Th: meadows wore a gen'ral ſmile, 
I.ove was our banquet all the while ; 
Ihe lovely proipe& charm'd the exe, 


To where the ocean met the fir, 


Ny = 5 
Ve ſylvan pow'rs and rural gods, 
4 — 
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Refore me to theſe bleſt abodes, 

And caſe, oh eaſe ! my love · ſick heart; 
Theſe happy days again reſtore, 

When Moll and I ſhall part no more ; 
When ſhe fall fill theſe longing arms, 


And crown my blifs with all her charms. 


CLXIX. 
DOWN THE BURN DAVIE. 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee; 


aud Mary was complete fiſteen, 


And love laugh'd in her ee“: 
Arth Davie's blinks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free: 
„Gang down the burn Davie, love, 
„ Down the burn Davie, love, 
„ Down the burn Davie, love, 
& And ſoon I'll follow thee ; 
„Gang down the burn Davie, love, 
% Down the burn Davie, love, 
* Down the burn Davie, love, 
„Gang down the burn Davie, love, 


„% And Dll ſoen follow thee. 


D d 


210 The CHEARFUL COMPANION, 


Now Davie did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn-ſide ; 
And Mary was the bonnielt lafs, 


Tuſt me-t to be his bride. 


Blyth Davie*s links, S.. 


Her checks were roſy, red and witite, 
Her een were bonny blue, 
Her looks were like Aurora bright. 


Her lips like dropping der. 


. Blyt! Davic's blinks, S. 


As Fate had dealt to him a routh, 
Straight to the kirk lie led her, 
There Plighted her Eis faith and troth, 
And a benny bride he made her: 
Do more aſham'd to own her live, 
Or ſpcak her mind thus frees, 
Gang Conn the burn Davie, love, 
« Down tke burn Davie, love, 
« Down the burn Davic, love, 
© And I'll ſoon fullow thee ; 
Gang Cown the burn Davie, love, 
„% Down the burn Davic, love, 
'« Down the burn Davie, love, 
„Gang down the burn Davie, luc, 
„And I' ſocn fellow tlcc.“ 


© 


Ra 
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's & 3 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
MiDST a roſy bank of flowers, 


Young Damon mourn'd his tortorn fatc p 
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itt heus he e net 1218 languid bours, 
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And breath'd his woes in lonely ate. 
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CLXXI. 
A BACCHANAL's PRAYER. 


EEE Frau ai 4 
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Lacemus, great Lacchus : IUT (rtr Gries. 
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O Bacchus, Ec. 


From rakn a jade etlgt wl gurt at a feather, 
From endings =. hee wlll lo%G ef Ruch leather 
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from e' er being cheated by female decoys, 
From hum'x ing old women, and reus'niug with boys; 
O Bacchus, great Bacchus! for ever defend us! 


And plent:iul ſtor- of gocd Burgandy lend us. 
SA.... 


. 
THE JOYS OF HARVEST. 


Ne” pleaſur? unbounded reſoiuncs o er Ke 
Pplaliis, 

And brightens the {mals _ es and ſcaine, 

As they follow the luſt team vt harveſt along, 

and end all their toils with 2 dance and a ſong: 

Poſſeſl'd of the plenty that bleſſzs the year, 

And when tempeſts rattle and hurricans roar, 

Bleak Winter's appruach they behold without fear, 


Lnjuy * Unt they! 13 VC Cy aun ne CT lang Tu 1111 dor Mere. 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſe every moment ct life as it flies 3 

Gay youth is the Spring time which all muſt improve 
For Summer to ripen and Harveſt to love; 

Our hearts then a prowident care {hould engage, 
To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the Winter of rage; 
Whoſe frowns ſhall diſarm cn Chloe's bright eye, 


Damp the flame in m Y boſom ) and pale CY IV joy. 
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CLXXII. 1 
THREE FARSON 


on "© *Y 


_—- Parſon v no kad the remarkable foible 


Of nanding the bottle, much more than the 


44 *4 * 


1mole, 


xr” 


as deem'd by his neighbours to be leſs perplext, 


I handllnae a tankard than handling a text. 
2 8 


Derry down, Ec. 1 
A 
Perch'd up in his pulpit, one Sunday he cry'd, 
Nroke patichce, my deaily beloved your guide; 
And in vour diitrefies, your troubles and croſſes, 
Remember the patience of Job in his loſſes. i 
Derry down, Ee. U 
| 1 
The pariun had got a ſtout caſk of ſtrong beer | 
By way of a preſent—no matter from where 
Suffice it to know, it was toothfome and proud, 
Aud he lov'd it as well as he did his own blood. 1 
Derry down, Ce. a 
| 
Wile he the church-fervice in hafte rawbV'd o'er, 
he hogs found a way thro? his old celler door, 
And by the ſtrong ſcent to the beer - barrel led, 
Hud kneck'dout the ſpiggot, or cock, from its head. ] 
Derry down, Oc. 
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Out ſpouted the liquor abroad on the ground, 
The unbidden gueſts quaff d it merry round; 


Nor from their diverſion and merriment ceatt, 


Fill ev'ry hog there was as Crunk as a beœaſt. 


Derry down, De. 
the J ” w 


Ard nowthe grave lecture and pray'rs at an end, 


TY He brings along with him a 2+4hbouring friend, 
4. To be a partal: ker of Sunday's 004 chear 3 
And talte his delightful October-brew'd beer. 
ww, Derry down, Oc. 
, 
. The dinner was ready, the things were laid ſnug, 
ilere wife, ſays the parton, go, fetch up a mug 
4 But a mug of what, he tad ſeurce time to tell her, 
When— youger, ſaid the, are the hogs in the celler! , 
1 Yerry down, Oc. 
: To be ſurethey re get in, when we wereat 2 | 
. Tobe ſure yo reaiool faidke, get youdownſtairs 
"5 And bring lat 1 bid you, or {ce what's the matter, 
For now 1 ay {eli hear a grunting and clatter. 
er, Derry down, Oe. 
r, | 
, She went; and returning, with ſorrowful face, 
ad, | In fuitable phraſes lated the caie: 
2 
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He rav'd like a madman about in the room, 
And then beat his wife and the hogs with the broom. 


* l 
1 - 
Derry down, Ec. 


Was ever poor fellow ſo peſter'd as I, 
Quoth he, the Nut makes all the houſe like a ſtye— 
How come you to lock yourd-n'd hogsinthe kitchea, 
Is that a fit place to put cattle, you h—h, in? 
Derry down, Se. 


Lord, huſband, faid ſhe, what a coil yon keep 
here, 
About a poor beggarly barrel of beer ! 
You ſhould «in yourtroubles, miſchancesanderofes, 
Remember the patience of Job in his loſſes.” 
Derry down, Oc. 


A p- x upon Job! eried the prieſt in a rage, 
hat beer, I dare ſay, was ncar ten years of age; 
But you're a poor ignorant jade like his wife ; 


For Job never had ſuch a call; in his life. 


Derry down, Er. | 


Now, neigl. bour, while at the poor vicar you grin, 
Your caſe let me tell you's not better a pin: 


7 
Wit 


For 


Cr 


of 


ly 
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With goodneſs and wiſdom your theory back'd is, 
But you're ten to one, knave and fool in the practice. 
| Derry down, &c. 


Whoever you are, I'll. be ſworn you're no ſaint ; 
Would you mend ? 


failings acquaint, 


then yourſelf with your 


Theſe conquer, and then, give advice, if you chuſe ; 
For who'd give vou thanks forathing you can't ule. 
Derry dewn, &c. 


PID DD NDLDPRR'LEN 
CLXXIV. 
SOCIAL POWERS 


OLE now all ye ſocial powers, 
Shed your influence o'er us 
Crown with joy the preſent hours, 
Enliven thoſe before us : 
Fill the flaſk the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us ; 


| Drink and dance, and laugh and ſing, 


Ard caſt dull care behind us. 


CHORUS. 
Fill the flaſc, the muſic bring, 


Joy ſtall quickly find us; 
E e 
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Drink and dance, and laugh and ſing, 
And caſt dull care behind us. 


Frlendſhip with thy power divine, 
Brighten all our features; 
What but friendſhip, lave and wine, 
Can make us happy creatures. 
Fill the flaſk, &c. 


Love, thy godhead I acre, 
Source of pen'rous paſſions ; 
But will ne'er bow down before, 
Thoſe idols, wealth and faſhion. 
Fill the flaſl-, &c 


Why the plague ſhould we be ſad, 
While on earth we moulder ; 

Whether we're merry, grave or mad, 
We ev'ry day grow older, 


Fill the flaſk, &c. 


Then ſince time will ſteal away, 
Spite of all our ſorrow ; 
Heighten ev'ry joy to day, 
- And never mind to- morrow. 


„ 


I 


Kc 
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fl the flaſk the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quiekly find us 

Drink and dance, and laugh and ſing, 
And leave dull care behind us. 


CHORUS, 
Fit che flaſk, the muſie bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us; 
Drink and dance, and laugh and fing, 
And leave dull care behind us, 


-S, 2,02, >, Op 2, .= = 


CLXXV. 
A LAPLAND LOVE-SONG. 


_ ritng ſun whoſe gladiome rev, 


Invites my ſair to rural play, 


Vilpel the miſt and clear the ſkies, 


uud bring my Orra to my eyes. 


Oh! were I ſur? my dear to view, 
d climb the pine · trees topmoſt bough ; 
Aloft in air that quivering plays, 
and round and round for ever gaze. 


My Orra Moor, where art thou laid ? 


That woods conceal my ſleeping maid ? 
Ee2 


7 
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Up by the roots enrag'd, Dl tear 
The trees that hide my promis'd fair. 


O could I ride on clouds and ſkies, 
Or on the raven's pinions riſe ! 
Ye ſtorks, ye ſwans, a moment ſtay, 
And waft a lover on his way. 


My bliſs too long my bride denies, 
Apace the wafting ſummer flics; 
Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear, 
Not ftorms or nights ſhall keep me here. 


What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare 
Oh! love has ſtronger fetters far! - 
By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 

But eruel love enchains the mind. 


No longer then perplex the breaſt; 
When thoughts perplex, the firſt are bct ; 
Tis mad to go, 'tis death to ſtay; 2 
Away to Orra, halle away. 


XY I 


FT 2 


Far 
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CLXXVI. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Tunt,—LUMPS OF PUDDING. 


OLLO! keep it up boys, and puſh round 
the glaſs, 1 
Let each ſeize his bumper, and drink to his laſs: 
Away with dull thinking “tis madneſs to think — 
And let thoſe be ſober who've nothing to drink. 
Tal de ral, &c. 


Silence that vile clock, with its iron-tongued bell, 
Of the hour that's departed ſtill ringing the knelt : 
But what is't to us that the hours fly away 
Tis only a ſignal to moillen the clay. 


Huzza ! boys, let each take a bumper in hand, 
Ard ſtand—if there's any one able to ſtand. 
How all things dance round me !—'tis life, though 
my boys; 
Of drinking and ſpewing how great are the joys ! 


My head! oh, my head!—but no matter 'tis life; 
Far better than mopping at home with one's wife : 


{| Thepleaſures of drinking you're ſure muſt be grand, 


When I'm neither able to think, ſpeak, nor ſtand. : 
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CLXXVII. 
ILLiIEz OF THE DALE. 


S through the fields I cnanc'd to ſtray, 
To hear the Linnet's ſong, 

I met a ſhepherd ia my way, 

The bliticit of the throng. 
He ftopt and gave my cheek a pat, 

And told a tender tale; 
Then ole a kils,—but what of that, 

* i was Willie of the Dale. 


He preſ. d my hand, and talk'd oi love 
With extaſy divine 
Nay, fwore he'd ever faithful prove, 
And, if I pleas'd, be mine. 
To meet him thus, (no creatur- ncar,) 
Soon made my cheeks lock pale: 
But he declar'd I nced nat fear, 


Young Willy of the Date. 


Nene ſure poſſeſs ſuch charms as he, 
To win a maiden's mind; 

. He's youthful, witty, gay and woes 

And what's ſtill more he's kind ; 


* 


Bui 


But 
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Tor now he meets me ev'ry night, 
At which the laſſes rail, ty 
And vows I am the ſole delight 


Of Willy of the Dale. 
S.. ©, © © 2 S..-, => 


CLXXVIII. 
A FAVOURITE MAD SONG. 


* 


Lodging is on the cold ground, 
And very hard is my fate; 
But that which grieves me more, love, 
Is the cold ne ſa of my dear: 
Yet ſtill fe cried, turn love, 
I pray thee love turn to me ; 
For thou art the only girl, love, 
That is ador'd by me. 


With a garland of Straw I will crown thee love, 
I'll marry you with a ruſh ring: 
Tuy frozen heart ſhall melt with love, 
So merrity I ſhall fing. 
Yet ſtill, S.. 


But if you will harden your heart, love, 
Ard be deaf to my pitiful moan :; 


_ 224 The CHEARFUL COMPANION. 


Oh! I mult endure the ſmart, love, 
Ani tumble ia Straw all alone, 


Yet ſtill, Se. 


S. ...e. ... 


CLXXIX. 


C:Qu-LI1I-NE-T. 
OW the happy knot is ty'd, 


Betſy is my charming bride ! 
Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul. 

Who fo fair as lovely Bet? 

Who ſo bleſt as Colinet? 


Now adieu to maiden arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts ; 
Welcome hymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls and boys; 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 

Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Though ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 
Now my plenteous barn adorn, 
Though I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs, 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs ; 
 Riper, fairer, ſweeter, yet 
Are the charms of Colinet. 
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Though on Sundays I was feen, 
Drefs'd like any May-day queen ; 
Though fix {weethearts daily ſtrove, 
To deſerve thy Betty's love; 

Them I quit without regret ; 


All my joy's in Colinet. 


otikKe up then the ruſtic lay, 
Crown with forts our bridal day 
May each lud a miſtreſs find ; 
Lize wy Eetſy, fair and kiad ; 
Aud each {fs a huiband get, 
lend and tzue as Colinet. 


Ring tlie bells, and ll the Low! , 
R:vel all without controul; 

ay the ſun ne'er riſe or ſet, 

but with jay to happy Bet, 

But with joy to happy Let, 


And ker faithful Colinct. 
CO Sr EE 
CLXXX. 
1 
Jockey was trudging the meadows fo gay, 


80 bliche and ſo bonny his air; 


* Wh: 
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He met a young laſs who was going his way, 
Her fact all fo clouded with care; 

He afk'd her what made her ſo mopping and fad : 
*T was pity if ſhe were in pain: 

_" Bhe fightd, © I have loſt the verieſt beſt lad, 

„% And I ncver fhall ſee him again!“ 


Ts he gone to the wars for full many a year, 
Quoth Jockey, who troubles you fo : 
Or elſe, where on earth he can never ap2car, 
Where vou and I furciy muſt go? 
8. No, he's fled (the reply's) with another for 2g f. I 
„Though to me he was pliguted for ape, 
% O' er the mountaius he's gore with ancther from 
tze, 
And therefore I cannot be gay.“ 
, 
Tf that's all, quoth Jockey, your wailing 
H: 's a loon, who is not worth your pala; 
Let him go ſince he's cuhangz'd, be you wretciss 
no more, 
Nor think of a falſe Ecarted ſwala: 
But take, if you will, fer the lad of your heart, 
Whom fortune has throwu in your way, 
Jil ſoothe all your grief, and I'll bauiſh pour Laarts 
Here I'm ready to do as I ay 


Its 
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Then he wip'd her bnight eyes, and he ſung her a 
ſong, : 

Her face look'd no louger deſpair ; 

He whifper'd of love as they ſaunter'd along 
And the thought him a lad worth her care: 

She ſrail'd and grew pleas'd, late a ſtranger to joy, 
And Jockey perceiving her kind, 

More preſſing was grown, and the laſs was leſs coy, 
So ſhe drove the falſe loon from her mind. 


© NG PG DOA 


CLXXXI. 
THE HAPPY CLOWN. 
= happy is the rural clown, 


Who far remoy'd from noife of town, 
Contemns the glory of a crown, | 
And in his ſafe retreat, 
ls pleaſed with his low degree; 
s rich, in decent poverty: 
From ſtrife, from care, and bulineſs free, 
At once both god and great. 


No drums diſturb his morning ſleep 3 
?P - 
Ee fears no danger of the decp; 


T F 2 
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Nor noify law, nor courts can heap 
Vexation on his mind. 

No trumpets rouſe him to the war : 

No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare; 


From ſtate intrigues he holds afar, 
And liveth uncenfin'd. 


Like thoſe in golden ages born, 
He labours gently to adorn 
His ſmall paternal ficls of corn, 
And on their product feeds. 
Each ſcaſon of the whechng year 
Induſtricus he, improves with carc, 
And fill ſome ripen'd fruits appear, 


So well his toil ſucceeds. 


Now by a ſilver ſtream he lyes, 
And angles with his baits or flies; 
And next, the ſylvan ſcene he tries, 

His ſpirits to re;;ale. 

Now from the rock or Ecight he views 
His fleecy flock or. teeming cows ; 
Then tunes his reed or tries his muſe, 

That waits his honeſt call, © 


Amidſt lis harmleſs eaſy joys, 
No care his peace of mind deilro7ys ; 
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Nor does he paſs his time in toys, 
Beneath his juſt regard, 

He's fond to feel the zephyr's breeze, 

To prune and ſued his tender trees 

And for atterding well his bees 
Enjoys a juſt reward. 


The flow'ry meads and ſilent coves, 
The ſcenes of faithful rural loves, 4 
Aud warbling birds on blooming groves, 

Aﬀord a wiil'd delight. 

But O how picaſant is his life, 
Bleſſed with a chaſte and virtuous wiſe, 


Ard children prattling without ftrife, 
Around Eis fire at night. 


Ilid from himſelf now by the dawn, 

He farts as freſh as roſes blawn, 

And ranges o'er the height and lawn 
After his blecting flock : 

Healthful and innocently gay, 

He chants and whiſtles out the day; 

Untaught to ſmile and then betray, 
Like courtly weather cocks. 


/ 
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CLXXXII. 
A TAVOURITE SONG. 


ESPALRIENCG beſide a clear Fream, 
A ſhepherd forfaken was laid ; 
A while a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported lis hea. 
The wind that blows over the plain, 
To his äghs with a ſigh did reply, 
Ard the brock in rctura to his puin, 


2 : | 
Kon mouratully murmuriaꝗ by. 


Alas i ü ſwain that I was, 5 

(Thus ſadly complaining le ry J; 
When firit I beheld that fair face, 

"I were better by far I had dy d: 
She talked, and bIcfſ'd her dear tongue: 


When ſhe ſmil'd, it was plcalurs too great; 


I liſten'd and cry'd when ihe ſung, 
Was nigl. tingale ever s iwect ! 


ITow fooliſh was I to beiteve, 
She could doat ga fo lala clown, 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 
To forſake the ung 53k 5 the tra: 


1 
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To-think that 2 beauty (2 gay, 
So kind and fo conſtant would prove: 
Or go, clad like our maidens in gray. 


Or live in a cottage on love? 


What though I have ſkill to complain; 
Thousch the muſes my temples have crown'd, 


Vhat though, when they hear my fof: ſtrains, 


The v.rgins gt weeping around : 
Th, Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign, 
Thy ſair one inclines to a fwain, 
Vhoſe muſic is ireetcr than thine. 
All you, my compantons fo dear, 
Whe ſorrow to fee me betray d, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe madd. 
Tho' thro? the wide world 1 ftrou'd ra ge, 
Tis in vain from my fortune-ty fly ; 
was hers to be falſe and to change, ; 


Tis mine to be conſtant and dic. 


L. xlile my hard fate J ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is foun?, 

Lit Ber come with the nymphs of the plain, 
Ard ſee me laid low on the ground ; 
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The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhed me with cypreſs and yew ; 
Ard when the looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. . 


Then to her new love let her go, 
Ard deck her ia golden array; 
Be fineſt at every ſine ſhow, 
And frolic it al! the long day: 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be talk'd of or ſeen, 
Unleſs when bene 125 the pa ale moon, 


1125 ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


rere 


CL XXXCIII. 
THE FTFARMER“s BLUNDER 


hg but atten ! and a tale III relates 


il create, 5 
The ſtory is very well Lnown in the weſt, 
Where many good people ſtill laugh at che jeſt 


Where many gend q ceple fill lauch ot the Jed 
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A farmer who long had indulg'd a defire, 

To ſee London town and to viſit the *ſquire, 

When his rent became due he set out for the place, 

| As he thought that would make him appear with 
a grace. 

T' 2 *Squir2 was well pleas'd this tenant to view, 

Why farmer he cried you are punctual and true, 

Come butler make haſte with 2 bottle of wine, 


| And tenant walk in for yon hall ſtay and dine. 


Then leading the way to the parlour he goes, 
Walch was full of fize ladies and very fine beaus ; 


Ile farmer he ſcrap'd and he puil'd off his hat, 
Scratch'd hits cars and could hardly tell what tobe at. 


When he ſaw ſach fn2 folks ke ſcon oſfer'd to go, 
and begg'd he might dine with the ſervants below, 
For fear of ſome blunder which he might commit, 
But the Squire iaſiſted that down he thould fit. 
t- | 
The dinner ſerv'd in, and the company plac'd, 
The farmer was help'd with each thing in high taſte, 
hen he drank, from the table his manners to prove 


ds roſe, and as conſtantly gave them his love. 
o tf g 
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A wagg, who to miſchief was often inclin'd, 
Gare a hint for removing his chair from behind, 
He catches the cloth when he finds he muſt fall, 


And dern came the diſhes, the ſauces and all. 


"5c beaus and the belles were a'l ſtrait in a flutte- 


Ihirdloathswerebeſprinkledwithgravyand butter 


8 18 you ſaysonc you have ſpuil'd my be facque, 


Tut the farmer lay ſilent a chile on lits Hiek. 


A cuſtard by accident fel} in his chops, 
Ard on his huge belly a pudding there drops: 


nc rears out like thunder he'll pink out his fou 


* - 


Lat the farmer roſe vp and thus ſpoke to the win: 


Tis ow:ng to you IT am now in diſgrace. 


You ſnould never put people, thus out of their place: 


To the country I ſoon will be joggiag amain, 


And I hope I fhall never fee London again, 
kc . > HW. > yo 


CLXXXIV. 
A PASTORAL SONG. 


F AREWELL, y: green feldsand ſweet gruve:, 
Where Paillis cngag'd my fend heart; 


\\s 


""y 


et 
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Where nightingales warble their loves, 
And nature is dreſs 'd without art: 
No pleaſure ye now can attord, 


Nor muſic can lull you to reſt; 


Tor Phillis proves falſe to lier word, 


W VP 
And Strephon can never be bieſt. 


On- time: by the ide of a pr * 25 
27128 © yoys m 
Where roſes and mes appcar, * 
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CLIXXV. 
SONG IN MASQUE OF ALFRED. 
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To ccar me your harmony bring; 
ale, ſince my ſhepherd is gone, 
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Uakind he is not, I can prove, 
But tender to others can be ; 


Ty Celia and Cl-love make love, 
. >" 
And only is cruel to me. 
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CLAAAVL 
INVITATION TO AUELIA. 


1 haſte, Amelia, gentlz Air, 
To 1518 Elvſia 4 '1 . 4 ales 5 
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From vale to vale the zepllyrs rove, 
To rob the unfolding Jow'rs : 

And mulic mceits in ev'ry grove, 
To charm thy rural hours 

The warbling, lack, kick watts in al-. 
Fxeriing all his pride, 

Will triste to pleaſe Amelia fair, 


Who pleaſes all beſide. 


K Þ * 
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LON NU” 


TC a wa 
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1 chonglit myſelt a handſome vou! 
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And ſain the world woulkl Knew; 
Fa heſt att ire 1 leq | p'd abr: 22S, 
With ſpirits brite and guy; 
Ard here and there, and every where 
Was like a morn in May. 
No care I had nor fear of want, 
Dut rambled up and down, 
Aud for a beau I might have paſs's 
In country er in town ; 


» 
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[ fill was pleas'd where'er I went, 
And when L was alone, 
tun d my pipe, and plcas' d my felt 


WY Jehn TY Ladenyon. 


0 . — . 
Vow in the days of youthſul-prime, 
Arulreſg I muſk bnd 
love, I card, gave one an air, 


And ev'n improv'd the mind, 
ien: 


il 4 144418 ft, mo the reit, 
Kiud Fortunc fix'd my eyes 


* 


. + 
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PT 


piercing beauties truck my heart, 


And me became my choice. | 


To» Copid now with hearty pra7”r, 
[ offer'd many a vow, 
aud danc'd and ſung, and fightd an torr, 
. As other lovers do; 
% when at laſt I breatl'd my ame, 
I found her cold as ſtone, 
** the girl and tun'd my pipe? 


To Joh of Badenyon. 


Tzen love had thus my Le rt deguii's, 

With fooliſh hopes and vain, 

do fried flup next ! its 'cr'd my cou * 
* 


o if NO IO jo : 
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A friend I got by lucky chance, 
Twas ſomcthing like divine, 
An honeſt friend's a precious gift, 
And ſuch a gift was mine; 
' But now whatever might betide, 
A happy man was I, | 
Tn any ſtrait I Knew to whom, 
I frecly might apply ; 
A ſtrait ſoon came, my friend I try'c 
He laugli'd and.fourn'd my moan, 
1 hy'd me home and tun'd my pipe, 
To John of Badenyon. 
— 
Methouglit I ſhouid be wiſer next, 
And would a patriot turn, 
Began.to doat on Johnnie Wilkes, 
And cry'd up Parſon Horn; 
Their ndble ſoirit 1 admir'd, 
And prais'd their manly zeal, 
Who had with flaming tongue and per. 
Maintain'd the public weal ; 
But cer a month or two was palt, 
I found rayielf betray'd, 
Tas ſelf and party after all, 
-For all the flir they made: 
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At laſt I ſaw the factious knaves, 
Inſult the very throne, 

| curs'd them a' and tun'd my pipe, 
To John of Badenyon. 


What next to do I mus'd a while, 
Still hoping to ſuceced, 

Ipiten'd on hooks and company, 
And grtwely try'd to read; 

bought and borrow's eviry where, 
And fiadicd night and dev, 

Nor miſs'd wliat dean or doctor wot, | 
That happen'd in my way; 

Philoſo phy I now eſtecm'd 
The ornament of vouth, 

And carefully thro' many a page, 
I hunted after truth; | 

A thouſand various Schemes I found, 
I vet was pleas'd with none, 

| threw them by and tun'd my Pipe, 


To John © Badenxen. 


And now ye youngiters ery one, 
That wiſh to make a ſhow, 

Take heed in time nor fondly hope, F 
Tex bappinefs below; 
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What you may fancy pleaſure here, 
Is but an empty name, 

And girls and friends and books and ſo, 
You'll find them a' the ſame : 

Then be advis'd and warning take, 
From ſuch a man as me; 

I'm neither Pope nor Cardinal, 
Nor one of low degree ; 

You'll meet diſpleaſures ev where, 
Then do as 1 have done, 

Pen tune your pipe, and pleafe yourſetf 

Wy John o' Badenyon. 


* 


PLP NUOYy 


CLXXX VI, 
GRAMACHREE MOLLY. 


As down on Banna's banks I ſtray'd, 
One ev'ning in May: 
The little birds in blytheſt notes, 
Made vocal e ry ſpray, 
They ſung their little tales of love, 
They ſung them o'er and o'er, 
Ah Gramachree ma Colleenouge ma Molly. aſhtort: 


I 


* 


> — 


E 


i) 
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The daify pied, and all the ſweets, 
The dawn of nature yields, 

The primroſe pale, the vi'let blue, 
Lay ſcatter'd o'er the field; 

ch fragrance in the boſom lxes, 


Of her whom I adore, 
No Ah Cramachree, S. 


lid me down upon a bank 


Bewailing my ſad fate, 

That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love 
And cruel Molly's hate; 

How can the break the honeſt heart, 
i%at wears her in its core. 


Ah Gramachree, G 


Lou ſuid you lov'd me Molly dear, 
Ah why did I believe; 

Let who could think ſuch tender words 
Were meant but to deceive; 

That love was all I aſk'd on earth, 
Nay heav'n could give no more, % 


Ah Gramachree, S 3 


Oh had I all the fock that graze, 


On yonder yellow hill, 
Hh 2 
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Or low'd for me the num'rous herds, 
That yon green paſture fill; 
With her I love I'd gladly ſhare, 
My kine and fleecy ſtore. 
Ah Gramachree 


T'wo turtle doves above y head, 
Sat courting on a bong], 
I envied them their Happineſs, 
To fee them Eill and coo ; 
Such fondaeſs once for me the ſhew's, 


But now alas it's o'er, on 


Ah Gramackres, ©. 


Then fare thee wal my Molly dear, 
Thy loſs I e'er ſhall mourn, 
While life remains in Strephon's breaſt, 
Tu ill beat for thee alone; 
J ho' theu art falſe may heav'n on thee, 
[ts choiceſt bleſungs pour. 
Ah Gram aciree, Te. 


» 
We 


r 
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CLXXXIX. 
ANSWER TO GRAM.\CHREE MOLLY, 


E' gentle winds that ſoftly blow, 
Along the verdant plain ; 
Go whiſper to my Strephon's ear, 
His love's return'd again A 
lu ſweeteit language tell the youth, 


His forrows to give o'er, 


ah Gramackree ! my love fhall be, 


As happy as before, 


The daiſy pied and all the fweets, | 
Of nature's flow'ry bed; 

Shall join to make a garland, meet 
For my dear Strephon's head ; 

The primroſe pale and vi let blue, 
I'll add into the ſtore; 

Ah Ghramachree ! and we ſhall be. 
As happy as before. 


Full many a ſcene of mourning, 

Thy Molly late has known; 

Becauſe my heart its fondneſs kept. 
Fer thee my dear alone; 


4. 
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My parents hid me from thy ſight, 
And ſpurn'd thee from their door; 

Ah Gramachree ! but now we'll be, 
As happy as before. | 

I laid me down upon my bed, 
Bewailing my fad fate; 

And like a faithful turtle dove, 
I mourn'd my abſent mate ; 

And as the ling'ring moments paſs'd, 
(I told them o'er and o'er, 

Ah Gramachree ! but now I'll be, 
As happy as before. 


You ſaid you lov'd your Molly dear, 
Thy vows I did believe ; 

For well I knew my Strephon's heart, 
Would ne'er my faith deceive ; 

Thy love was all I wiſh'd on earth, 
For heav'n could give no more, 

Ah Gramachree ! and now we'll be, 


As happy as before, 


Our flocks together now we'll tend, 
Upen the yellow hill; 
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And gaze enraptur'd on the ſweets, 
' Which yon fair proſpect fill; 
| While heav'n upon our mutual love, 
| Shall all its bleſſings pour; 
m Gramachree ! we then ſhall be, 
| As happy as before. 

{ 


WD LP ANRLAULN 


CXC. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Met in our village a ſwain t'other day, 
| He ſtopt me, and begg'd me a moment to ſtay ; 
Then bluſh'd, and in language I ne'er heard before, 
Te talk'd much of love, and ſome pains that he 
| bore: 
ut what was his meaning I know not, I vow ; 
tet, alas! my poor heart felt, I cannot tell how. 


| 
N 


ich morning the jeſſamine, vi'let and roſe, 

He brings me, and ev'ry {cet flower that grows; 
The ſweeteſt, and gi yeſt, he picks from the. reſt, 

| And begs me to wear theſe fine things i my breaſt ; 


| 


But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow ; 


vet, alas! my poor heart ſcels, I cannot tell how, 


248 The CHEARFUL COMPANION. 


At my feet the young ſhepherd for ever I ſee, 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but me; 

He gazes with tranſport and kiffes me too, 
And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true: 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow ; 


Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how, 


IJ oft fee the tears ſtreaming faſt from his eyes, 

And hear him, poor youth, breathe a thouſand of 
ſighs ; 

He tells me no nymph in the world is like me, 

No ſhepherd alive fo unhappy as he : 

But what is his meaning I know not, I vow ; 


Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


Why does the dear ſhepherd to me thus complain, 
And ſay that my eyes are the cauſe of his pain; 
Indeed ever ſince his ſad fate I deplore, 

And I wiſh 1 knew how he might ſuffer no more, 
I'll do all I can to relieve him I vow, 


If he will be fo kind. as to teach me but how 


. 
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| 
CXCT. 


A DRINKING SCX. 


| * fam'd witty nine, 


N 


ATR ry deſigu, 
Ar put Your ſweet voice in tune, 


Wine Paraaſſus I mount, 


| And iu carrols recount, 


The joys ef the ſocial lialf mon. 


— 


The ychow band Scout, 
His Pattie has gut, 
The Etbermaa his Ellen-a- run; 


1 04 g 81 1 e 
But Britous fond lays, 
U 


To niglit are in prai le. 


Ot their miſt [<5 cnatie C athia the Moon. 


ume bards may declare, 


Vat Kitty is fair, 


Ard more ſweet than the roſes in juac, 


| But what reigning toait, 
At St James's can boaſt, 


Pack à aunber of ſtars as the mos, 


| 1 


250 The CHEARFUL COMPANION, 


Then Bacchus do thon, 
Be kind to us now, 

And luxuriouſly favour our boon ; 
Fill the bowel to the brink, 


That your vot'ries may drink, 
Till their faces look like the full moon 


Let dull ſober fools, _ 
Whom temperance rules, 
Sneak away to their pillow by noon ; 
Such choice ſouls as we, 
Gay, jovial, and free, 
Stagger home by the light of the moon, 


We laugh and we fing, 


Our glaſſes we ring, 

To depart always think it to) ſoon ; 
Then while there's good wine, 
Let's chearfully join, | 


In a health to the man of the moon 


* 
Ci 


% 


CXCII. 
A HUNTING SONG. 


HE hounds are all out and the morning doc3 
peep 3 
Why, how now, you fluggardly fot ! 
How can you, how can you he ſnoring aſleep, 
| While we all on horfe-back have got, 
| My brave boys; 


l 


| While we all on horſe-back are got. 


cannot get up, for the over nights cup 
So terribly lies in my head; 
JDeſides my wife cries, my dcar, do ot riſc, 
But guddle me longer in bed, 
My dear boy; 
But cuddle me longer in bed. 


£ 


The CHEARFUL COMPANION. 23. 


| Come, on with your boots, and ſaddle your mare, 


Nor tire us with longer delay; 
| The cry of the hounds, and the fight of the hare, 
Will chate all dull vapours away, 
My brave boys; 
Will chaſe all dull vapours away. 


TY 
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CXCIII. 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 


TO A CIAL CF TEN YEARS CF AGE, 


L loves and ye graces ſo ſweet 


Y 


Fly ſouthward my Philly to meet; 


That ſport on the weed and the Tar: 


She'll play with you all the long dos. 
Our turf is as verdant and ſoft, 

Our proſpect as beautiful ſprings : 
T ke finches they trill it aloft, 

And melting the nightingalt ſings. 


Wien heaven looks ſmiling above, 
And Flora her treaſure forth pours ; 
Does Plilly abroad never rove ? 

Say, does ſhe not pick a few flowers ! 
Does ſhe find out the Ring- cup io gan; 
Do cowſlips their odours diſcloſe ! 

Or the violet ſweeter than they, 
That only can yield to the roſe. 


All nature does joyous appear, 
And frolicks at Plilly's command ; 
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de flies how they buz at her ear, 
And lady-birds dance on her hand. 
ve batterflies floating alcng, 
With colours to pleafure the fair ; 
The bees they fly humming a ſong, 
And chirp goes the graſiopper there, 


Ye two-legg'd unfeather'd folk ſing, 
Lay hold on the faſt flying time; 

| Yeur ſmooth flowing madrigals bring, 

| Nor loofe the ſoft hour of her prime. 

Mclodiotis. oh chant while you may, 
Your musical paſſtons unfold :; 

1 for ſhe'il be too wiſe for your lay, 
Before fhe is fiftcen years old. 


WB, WS, 2 > ao 


CXCIV, 
ON THE MARRIAGE ACT. 


For riches like fig-leaves, their nakedneſs 
hide : 
The ſlave that is poor muſt ftarve all his life, 
la a bachelor's bed without miſtreſs or wife. 


== fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride ; 
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In good days of yore they ne'er troubled their 
heads, 

In fettling of jointurcs or making of deeds, 

But Adam and Exe when they firſt enter'd courſe, 


E'en took one and other, for better for worſe. 


Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, ne'cr aim to be greut: 


Let love be the jointure; ner mind an eftite ; 
You can never be poor, vim allt he oa chr 
T P $i c Se. © 1411 * A. d: Charms 


3 


And I ſhall be rich, when I've you ir; my arme 
WS, R, »ww Cn. 


e. 
DAMON AND CUP. 


HE Sun was now with:irva, 
The ſhepherds home were 0 
The moon wide o'er the lawn 
Her filver mantle ſpread : 
When Damon paſs'd that ny, 
And ſaunter'd in the grog; 
Will ne'er a nymph be kin, 


And give me love for lo: 


Oh! thoſe were golden house, 


When love devoid of car R 


er 
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6.4 3 
1 all Arcadia's bow're, 


3 


f de'd Cr 2131 8 an naemohs by Te 
0 30 ) 15 Y wt ps p 


| x4 * . - { > 1 "A. - 
Fies every ſprigi.t iy . 


oC 


now from wood and plan 


4 


7 50 joys or me remain. 


. ! . * 
1 ſhades or on he prais. 


1 1 — * 
lad thus tac ſwa;n reproves : 
Tile beauty revel's here 
fr came lay ia the grove: 

j = 4 * 
* — 7 
u eomt I never fall, 


o ſcatter round my arrows ; 


en fall as thick as hail. 


wid maidens love like {D275 


Then iwati, if me vou neces. 
| Sroight lay your ſheep hook down : 
Niro by your oaten reed, 

and haſte au av to town ; 
'& well I'm known x Court, 


| one aſks where Cupid dwells, 


N. 3 — 
In read retort, 


"12 Bear s 0 Lapeli 1 
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CXCVI. E 
An 
AFAYOURITE SONG. 

Taylor there was and he liv'd in a garret, 
Who ne'cr in bis days taſted champaign « He 
claret : | Prof 
With higli foups or ragouts he never was fed, hon 


But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread, 


Derry down, C.. bor 


Tis work he purſu'd without any repining, 
When bleſs'd with a pit of three threads for: dle 
lining; In 

Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moit eruelly treat us, 


With a ſempftreſs's bodk in deſtroy'd his Quictus. 


Derry down, S. 20 
| 
No loager a birth night affords any pleaſure, | 
Flis patterns lic ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure : , 
His bill he contrives not with items to ſwell ; * 


Silk, twiit, tape and buckram he damns them tes 
kell, 05 


P” 2 
Jerry down, C.. 


Cupid pitying his caie, at length flew to his aid, 4 


And help'd him to fine-draw the hole he had mage, 


* 
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i: bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 

And never give out, till he'd finiſh'd his ſuit. 
Derry down, Q.. 

| * 


Be viſits the ſempſtreſs, with aukward addreſce, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his tappineſs ; 


at ſhe feornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and 
wheadle, 
Tor ſhe, lack-a-day, was as ſharp as a needle. 


Derry down, 


lle told her on hon'rable terms lie was come, 
[and begg'd he might ſooa be inform'd of his 


doom ; 


| Crtels ſhe'd conſent to be ſnortly his wife, 

The fates ſhears wou'd ſoon ſaip off his remnant 
| of lite. 
| Derry down, Se. 


bre think, cry'd the ſempilreſs, I'll take for a 

ſpouſe, | 

| daywhom no one et:ems at three. fk:ips of a 
!. louſe; 

| adrance in your favour whatever you can, 

* taylor is but the ninth part of a man. 
Derry down, Oc. 
K k 
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The taylor proceeded with lying, intreating, 
And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear re- 
peating : 
A woman unmarried was uſeleſs he ſaid, 
Was jult like a needle without any thread. | 
Derry down, . 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack d them together, 
he cry'd, 
Bor her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 
Tho? to turkeys and capons he could not aſpire, 
Zue might always be ſure of a gooſe at the fire, 
Derry down, S.. 


As hework'd, he commended her fingers ſo 2:mbic, 
And ſwore that her eyes were mere bright than hey 
thimble; 
Though ſmall was his wit, he To acted his part, 
That I know not how *twas but he cabay'd lier 
heart. 
Derry down, &.. 


Away hand ia hand, to the.chapel they went, 


Nor appear'd in her viiage the leaſt diſcontent, 
None dut death could the conjugal knct have unty'd, 
For croſs · legg'dtogetherthey ſtitchꝰd till they dy'd. 


2 98 
Perry dev, Sc» 


A. T 


_ pb. — —— _ — 


Mo 


Tr 
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CXCVIE 
\,FAVOURITE AIR IN MIDAS 


N 


OVE in his chair, of the ly Lord May's, | 
J With his nods man and gods kcep in awe, 
When he winks, heaven {hrinks, 
When he ſpcaka, hell ſqueaks ; 
Earth's globe is but his taw. 
Han of the ſchool, he bears deſpotic rule, 
Lis word tho” abfurd mult be law, 


| Exen fate, tho' ſa great, 
Muft not prate his bald pate, 
Jove would cuff he's fa bluſſ for a flraw, 


* W — — 


Cow'd deities, I:xe mice in cheeſe, 


To kir mult ccafe, or gnaw. 
| * EEE 621 


 CXCVIEL 
| EO BIN HOOD. 


S0 birth we'll wake, we'll wake the morn. - 
80 bl;:h, Te. : 


\ 8 Lath as the linnet fings in the green- wood, 


K K 2 
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And thro” the wide foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
We' wind the bugle, bugle horn, 
We'll wind, Oe. 
The Sheriff attempts to take bold Robin Hood; 


Bold Robin diſdains to fly. 
Bold, Cc. 


et him come when he will, we'll in merry Shcr- 


wood, 
Or vanquiſh, bovs, or die. 
Or vanquiſh, boys, or dic. 


Our hearts they are ſcout, and our bowsthey are gocd, 


And well their matters know, 
And weil, Se. 
They're cut in the foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
And ne'er will ſpare a {ye 
And, Ec. 
Our arrows ſkail drink of the fullow deer's blood, 
We'll hunt them o'er the pl.in, 
We'll, Cc. 
And thro” the wide foreſt of merry Sherwovd, 
Ro ithaſt ſhall fly in vain. 


No, Ee. 


Brave Scarlet and John, who were never ſubdu'd, 
Gave each his hand ſo bold. 


G ave bi Wc 


We 


© 
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We'll range thro” the foreſt of merry Sherwood 1 
What ſay my heart of gold? 
What, Ec. 


CN DP N PUP UP IN 


| CXCIX;” 
A TAVOURITE AIR IN MIDAS. 


Pox of your beauty about this or that, 
Your ſhricking or ſqueaking a ſharp or a flat; 

| I'm ſharp by my bumpers, you're fiat, Mr Pol, 

do here goes a ſet- to at toll - de- roll loll. 

| 

When beauty her pack of poor lovers would hamper, 

And after Miſs Will o' the Whip the fools ſcamper, 

Ding dong, in ſing ſong, they the lady extol ; 

Pray what's all this fuſs for, but —doll-de- roll loll. 


| No are a medley—a chance medley race 
| All ſtart in full cry to give dame Fortune chace; 
| There's catch as catch can, hit or miſs, luck is all, 


| And luck's the beſt tune of life's toll-de-roll loil. 


I're Cone pleaſe your worſhip, tis rather too long, 
| only meant life is but an old ſong ; 

The world's but a tragedy, comedy, droll, 

| Where all act the ſcene of tell. loll- de· roll. 
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EC. 
1K XN NY. 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 


A on Tay's banks I wander'd, in ſcarch cf 
7 my fair, 
ow tooth was the ſtream ! and how ſoft was 
the air! — 
To nathing but chee fuch a ſcene I compare; 
und- thce it reſembles dear Jenny. 


The deer chryſtal wave was a type of thy fare, 


{T thought it fo clear it might ſerve for thy glaſs) ; 


And tic curis tiiat were there ror thy dimples might 
paſs, 
I vow*'d *trxas the picture of Jeany. 


NIethouglit it took in all the charms of my mind, 
To virtue, to iove, and to p:ty inchn'q, 
Ilie terder ſoft paſſions that feel no rude wind ; 


Fer calin is the boſom of Jenny; 


All pleas'd with the proſpect, 1 will the bright 
maid 

Cou'd have ſeen herdear ſelf in thts mirror diſp d, 

Twas like her when laſt the ſweet girl J furvey's; 


Like none it could be but my Jenny. 


W! 


De 
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jut ſudden a tempeſt I ne'er ſaw before, 
Made the billows ariſe, and the waves foam and rear; 
thought that I ſcarcely was ſafe on the ſhore : 


Ah me! even then it was Jenny. 
cf 
be ſame dreadful Eght, when te * you're 
27 inclin'd, 
When to me you Ire croſs, and to others are kind : 
det never, dear girl, raiſe the Rorm in your mind; 


[will kill me, believe me dear Jenny. 


1 Gl. _ 
it L DAMON AND PHILLIS. 


OME tell me, dear Phillis, come tell me, 1 
pray, 
4. Mutt Damon c'er hope fer your love? 
| Muit Damon, O'. 
| The truch of my paſſion my (ighs do betray. ; 


Will nothing your coldneſs remove ? 


he ah! call to your mind the laſt Sunday in Bay, 
When "Thyrſis his paſſion preferr'd ; 


4, | Zou ſecm'd all attention to what he did ſar, 


£ With plezfure his fonnet you heard. 
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O let not dire jcalouſy torture your breaſt, 
Said Phillis, and feigned a ſmile ; * 
A prudent reſerve I have ever held det, 


Since men are ſo prone to beguile. 


Now let not that odium extend to us all, 
Which only belongs to a few ; 

True love pleads my ſuit, pray attend to the call. 
I ne'er can prove faithleſs to you. 


] nc'er can prove faithleſs to you. 
NEE eee 
CCII. 
LAST TIME I CAME O'ER THE MU}. 
HE laſt time I came o'er the muir, 


I left my love behind me ; 


* 


Le pow'rs what pain do I endurc, 
„When ſoft ideas mind me? 
Soon as the ruddy morn difplay'd 
The beaming day enſuing, 
met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for wooing. 


Pencath the cooling ſhade we lay, 


Gr zug and chaſtly fporting ; 
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We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 
Tul night ſpread her dark curtain. 
pitied all beneath the ſlices, 
Er'n kings when ſhe was nigh me; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, 
Which con'd but ill deny me- 
Fg — 
Shon'd I be cail'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteei may wound me. 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, * 
Where dangers may ſurround me. 
Let hopes again to fee my love, 
To fraſt cn glowing kiſſes, 
Juall make my care at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 
in all my foul there's not one place 
To let a rial enter; 
dince ſhe exculls in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 


| 22oner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 


104 ˙— v—ů 


Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 


On Greenland ice ſhall rofes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


LI 
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The next time I gang o'er the muir, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Though I left her behind me : 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom ; 

There, while my being does remain, 

My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


"Ii Eo, > ao wWwy.ooe} 


. CCHI. 
YOUNG JAMIE. 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 


HERE new-mown hay, an winding Tar, 


The fweets of ſpring diſcloſes, 
As I one morning finging lay, 
Upon a bank of roſes, 
Young Jamie, ſkipping o'er the mead, 
By good luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 
He took his bonnet off his head 
And gently fat down by me. 
O my bonny Jamie, O! 
J care not though the world mould know 
How deariy I love my Jamie 07 


EY 


The ſwain though I right meikle prizes 
Yet now I wadna ken him, 

But with a frown my heart diſguiſe, 
And ſtrave awa' to fend him; 


Eat fondly he ſtill nearer preſs'd, 
And at my feet down lying; 
lis beating heart it thump'd ſo fuſt, 
I thought the lad was dying. 


O my bonn Jamie, Oc. 


But fil] reſoleing to deny, 
Ani angry accents feigning, 
{ often roughly ſhot him by, 
With werds for of diſdaining; a 
| He ſc:2'd my hand and nearer dre. 
And Eczily chiding on my pride ; 
do ſweeily did the ſhepherd vow, 
I lating vow d to be his bride, 


| O my bonny Jamic, Ec. 


CCIV. 


IN ve mcet a 3 laſſie, 
IT Cc hi a kiss and let he Tac ; 
17 
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FIT CAR ROB HER O'ER WP SER TY 
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But if you meet a dirty huſſy, 
Ty gar rub her o'er wr i{trae, 
Be ſure ye dinna quit the grip, 
Of ilka joy when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 


And lay you twafald o'er a rung. 


<a Oe * ! * 1 1 

Sweet youta's a birth and heartſome time, 
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Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toclic for a k fe: 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 
As taiken of a future blifs, 
Theſe beniſons, I'm very ſure, 
Are of the gods indulgent grant; 
Then, ſutly cailes, whiſh't, forbear, 


To plengue us wi' your whining cant. 
2, >, = 4, >, >, >, 


* 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


WROTE BY A YGUNG LA. 


O more I'll dread love's fatal dart. 
It once had piere'd my brett ; 
Bat I've regain'd my long laſt herrt, 


And with it peace and reit. 


Ye pow'rs no mere will I be caug 
In Cupid's ſubtle ſnare, 

To foot cach agonizing thought 
Excited by dceipatir, 


4 vs BH . * 8 
This heart which Streplioa once pulſets's, 


His perfidy ſet Tee, 
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And now I am ſupremely bleſs'd 
W:th charming liberty. 


CON RN UW WP NW Ta 


CCVI. 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 


M* Sandy is the ſwceteſt ſwain, 
That ever pip'd on Tay, 
He tends his ſheep on verdant plai::s, 
And chears me all the day : 
For Oh! he is ſo blyth a lad, 
A bylyther canna be; 


Whene'er he's nigh, my heart is glad, 


For dearly he loves me. 


on a moſly bank we ſat, 
Peneath a fragrant ſhade, 
The youth he charm'd me with his chat, 
And on his bagpipe play's: 
For Oh! he is, Oc. 


He calls me his dear life and care, 
And calls me his own Peggy tos ; 

He vows by all that's good and fair, 
To me he wil prove true. 


Fer Oh! he is, Sc, 


989 
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& I will prize my lovely ſwain, 
And yield to be his wife; 

Then bid adieu to care and pain, 
And ſo be bleſs'd for life. 

| For Oh! he is, Oc. 


>, <Þy 2, > 2, >, yo, Ox 


CCVII. 
PLATO ADVICE 


O As Plato, Why fhould man be vain ? 

| Since bounteous Heav'n hath made him great, 
hy look with inſolent difdain 

On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate? 

Can coſtly robes or beds of down, 

Dr all the gems that deck the fair; 

Can all the glories of a crown 

; Give health, or caſe the brow of care 


| The ſcepter'd king, the burden'd ſlave, 

| The humble, and the haughty die; 

| The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 

| In duſt witheut diſtinction, lie. 

| Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greatelt titles wore, 

Of wealth and glory theß re bereſt, 


And all their keacurs are no more. 


—— 
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Go flies the meteor thro? the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train: 
When ſtot—'tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again. 


So 'tis with us, my jovial fouls— 


Let friendſhip reiga, while here we ſtay 


Let's crown our joy with Rowing bowls ; 
When Jore commands we muſt obey, 


CCVIII. 
MAD TOM. 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 


ORTH from my dark and diſmal cell; 


Or from the dccp abyſs of hell, 


Mad Tom is come, to view this world again, 


To fee if he can eafe his diſtemper'd brain. 


Fears and cares oppreſs my ſoul, 

Hark ! how the angry furies how! ; 
Pluto does laugh, and Proſerpine is glad, 
To ſee poor naked Tom in Bedlam mad. 


Thro' the world I wander night and day. 


To find my ſtraggling ſenſes ; 
in an angry mood I mect old Time, 
With a Pentateuch of tenſes, 


Con 
Ani 
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When me he ſpies, away he flies, 
For time will wait for no man. 
In vain with cries, I rend the fiies, 
For pity is uncommon. 
Cold and comfortleſs I lye, 
Help, O help, or elſe I die! 
Hark I hear Apollo's team, 
The carman 'gins to whiitle ; 
Chaite Diana bends her bow, 
The boar begins to brite, 


| Come Vuican, with tools and with tackle, 
And knock oif my troubleſome ſhackle: 
Let Charles make ready his wain, 

To bring me my ſenſes again. 


| Let Charles, c. 


| Laſt night I heard the dog-itar bark ; 
* Mars met Venus in the dark ; 
| Limpiag Vulcan heat an iron bar, hs 
And furiouſly ran at the god of war; 
Mars with his weapon laid about, 
| Zut Vulcan's temples had got the gout ; 
His huge horns did ſo hang in his ſight, 
That he could not ſee to aim his blows aright: 
| Mercury the nimble poſt of heaven, 
Stood {till to fee the quarrel ; 
5 Mm 
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Jolly Bacchus giant-like 
Zeſtrode a good wine barrel, 
He to me drank I did him thank, 
But I could get no Cyder ; 
Te drank whole butts, and burſt his guts, 
But mine were ne'er the wider. 
Poor naked Lom is very dry, 
Some little drink for charity. 
Hark I hear Actæon's houndz, 
The huntſman whoops and hallows,. 
Ringwod, Royſton, Bowman, Fowler, | 
All the chace now follows. 1 


— —ũ—6ũm — 


The man in the moon drinks claret, 
Eats powder'd beef, turnips and car: vt ; 


But a cup of old Malaga fack * 
Would fire the buſh on his back. | * 
But a cup, |. By 


In my triumphant chariot hurl'd, 


I'll from it's orb pluck every ſtar, 
And with the figns wage mighty war; 
What though the ſceptre that I bear, 
Be nothing elſe but dream and air, | 
And though confin'd to beds of ſtraw, 
Yet to the world I can give law. l 


U range around this ſpacious world: 
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I'll fail upon the dog-ſtar ſoon, 

And then purſue the morning ; 

I'll chace the moon till it is noon, 
And make her leave her horning; 

'i climb the mountain ſteep and high, 
And there I'll coin the weather; 
I'll tear the rainbow from the ky, 


And tic both ends together. 
New to my royal throne I'm come, 
Bow, bow, ye ſlaves, it's I, Mad Tom 
Wen I mount yon blue Calum 
To ſnun the tempting gipſies; 
Play at toot-ball with ſun and moon, 
And fright ye with eclipſes, 
Ne, art from vour magical ſlumber, 


= 


Lirform mighty deeds without number; 


| Teach fovis that with ſceptres bear ſway, 
| \ mad-man's more powerful than they. 

ow Teach, fools, fe 
each fools, e 


| KH TY BD, NS, SS, SO, 
| . 2 
| VAUXHALL BALLAD, 


N a ſycamore ſhade, as I fat t'other day, 
As blithe as the birds in the grove ; 
M m 2 
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It happen'd young Damon was walking that way, 
Who often had hinted Eis love. 

I ran to be gone, as I ſaw him appear, 
When knecling he begg'd I'd not fly; 


$o ſoft- were tis accents, they batiſh'd my fear, 


J could not the ſhepherd deny, 


He begg'd me to day, whillt his wiſh he expreſe'd, 
And ſwore-that he meant me no harm ; 

My hand to his boſcm he eagerly preis d, 
Which, throbbing, confeſs'd the alarm. 

My check he declar'd wore the biuih of the rote, 


My hand with the Ely might wie ; 


That my breath was much ſwetter than ether of 


thoſe ; 
All this I was ferc'd to deny. 


ile ſaid he mould languim, and die with __ 7 
Unleſs I requitred I. is love ; 

And pray'd me to end all is forrow and care, 
For truer no {wan ter could prove : 

IIc begg'd that a Gay i would fpredily name, 
And waited to hear my reply; 


My bluſhes confeſs'd that I felt all his flame: 


Nor could J the cpherd deny. 


V 


Q 


7 


| 
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Next morn to the church with my Damon I went, 
And gave him my hand and my heart ; 

Eer ſince have my days been in happineſs ſpent, 
Which Hymen alone can impart. 


Then hear me, ye nymphs, who are youthful and gay, 
From the ftepherd you love never fly; 


The ſpring of your lives will ſoon glide away; 


Beware, leſt too oft you deny. 
CAOUN EP UDP A UN GAN 


CC. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Tune, —WHEN ANNIE FROM THE SEA BEACH CAME, 


HEN thro? yon ficld,. I take my way, 
Led by the breeze that gently blows, 
Along the lovely banks ot Tay, 


Where the rich meadows verdure, glows, 


Behold the proſpect bids the muſe 
Throw forth her beauty; fing the lay, 
Of rural ſcenes, of ſwelling brooks, 


And lovely windings of the Tay. 


Amidſt creation can we boaſt, 
Such ſcenes! and flow'rs of ſuch a dye, 


* 
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Or match ſuch landſkip, while it glides, 
Athwart imagination's eye. 


"Thus let me. wander through the mead, 
Along the humid banks of Tay, 
So richly deck'd; and let my ſong, 
Dwell on this theme the live long day. 


WS, WH, Ho, >», ©, 


CCI. 
ATAVOURITE SONG. 


"HIS world is a ſtage, whercin mankind ca- 
gage, 
And-ench acts luis part in a throng, 
Pat all is confuſion, mere folly, deluſion, 
And in fact nothing elſe but a ſong, 
And in, Ec. 
— 
The Parſon, fo grave, ſays your ſoul le will ſave, 
And points out the right from the wrong; 
With a long winded preaching and pivuſly teaching, 
He ſets off his ſtock with a fong. 
He ſets, "Off 


Co 


7 


I.» 
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The Doctor he'll fill you with bolus and pille, 


In aſſurance to make you live long; 
But believe me tis true, the gumea's in view, 
And the reſt of his art's but a ſong. 
And the, Oc. 


| la quirks and in quibbles, the Lawyer he ſcribbles 
And moves his malevolent tongue ; 
Twixt demure and vacation he'll raife expectation, 
„Till he, ſink your eftate in a ſong. 
Till, S.. 


The merchant intent, on his twenty per cent, 
To him ledger and journal belong; 
Commiſſion and charges, his profit enlarges, 
But the ballance oft ends in a ſong. 
But the, Oc. 


The gentle Coquette, ſhe's all in a fret, 
In the morning her toilet is wrong; 
All day ſhe does paſs to conſult her dear gla's, 
And at night dies away in a ſong. 
Aud at, Se. 


Come let us be jolly, drive hence mclancholy, 


Since we are got, —-ranc boys, - among; 
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Come fill up your glaſſes, and drink to your laſſes, 
And let each merry lad ſing a Song. 
And let, Sc. 


CCxXII. 


THE NEW WAY OF THE 


HIGHLAND LADDIE 


H! ſure a pair was never ſcen, 
v0 juſtly form'd to meet by nature; 
The youth excelling fo in mein, 
The maid in every graceful feature ; 


* , 
CHCRUS., 


O how happy are ſuch lovers, 
When kindred beautics each diſcovers, 
For ſurely ſhe was made for thee, 


And thou to Ll:fs the charming creature, 


So mild your looks, your children thine, 
Will early learn the taſk of duty: 


The boys with all their father's ſenſe ; 
The girls with all their mother's beauty. 


{] 
1] 
t] 
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CHORUS. 
O how charming to inherit, 
At once ſuch graces and ſuch ſpirit, 
Thus while you live may fortune give, 
Each bleſſing equal to your merit. 


rr 


CCXIII. 

| DONNEL AND FLORA. 

| ON THE LATE MISFORTUNE OF 

Gerat DURCGOYNE ASD HIS GALLANT ARYY- 
EY 4 LADY, 


HEN merry hearts were gay, 
Careleſs of ought but play, 

Poor Flora ſlipt away, 

Sadd' ning to Mora *: 
Looſe flow'd her coal- black hair, 
Quick heav'd her boſom bare, 
And thus to the troubled air, 

She vented her forrow. 


Loud howls the northern biait ; 

Neak ia the dreary waſte 3 

t Haſte then, O Donnel haſte, 
« I Taſte to thy Flora! 


Na 
* A alley ia Athele ſo uam d by the two lovers. 
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Twice twelve long months are o'er 
Since in a foreign ſhore, 
« You promis'd to fight no more, 

« But meet me in Mora, 


* Where now is Donnel dear? 


i Maids cry with taunting ſneer ) \ 


* Say is he ſtill fincere 

To his lov'd Flora ! 
Parents upbraid my moan ; 
« Each heart is turn'd to ſton-, 


+ Ah! Flora, thou'rt now alon: 
Friendleſs in Mora! 


+ Come then, O come away, 


* Donne], no longer ſtay: 
* Where can my rover ſtray 
From his dear Flora? 


« Ah! ſure he neer cou'd be 
© Falſe to his vows and me. 


O Heaven !—is not yonder h. 
« Bounding in Mora! 


Never, O wretched fair, 
{Sigh'd the fad meſſenger. ) 
* Never ſhall Donnel mair 
Meet his loy'd Flora, 
on 


Cold, cold beyond the main, 

Donncl thy love lyes lain, 

He ſent me to ſooth thy pain, 
« Weeping in Mora. 


Well fought our gallant men, 

: Headed by brave Burgoyne, 
Our heroes were thrice led on 

| To Britith glory. 

But ah! though our foes did fc, 
| « Sad was the loſs to thee, 


While cv'ry freſh victory g 


« Drown'd us in ſorrow. 


Here take this truſty blade, 


| (Donnel expiring laid) 
; * Give it to yon dear mail 
' A „ Weeping in Mora. 
„Tell her O Allan, tell 
| « Donnel thus bravely fell, 
„And that in his laſt farewell 
« He thought on his Flora.“ 


Mate hood the trembling fair, 
Spcechleſs with wild Ueſpair, 
then ſtriking her boſom bare 


Dich'd out, poor Flora, 


Nun 2 
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O Donacl! Oh welkday ! 

Was all the fond heart could ſay; 

At length the ſound died away 
Feebly in Mora. 


=, "©," > ©, +> >, 


4 CCYTV. In 
A FAVOURITE AIR. 


FROM LOVE IN A VILLAGE, He 


PENCE with cares, complaints and frownirg, 
Welcome jollity and jay; 
Er'ry grief in pleaſure d row ning, 110 
Mirth this happy niglit employ : 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty, 
Laugh and ſing ſome good old firain ; 
Drink 2 beakh to love and beauty, 
May they long in triumph reign, 
ccxv. 
BROOM OF COWDENK NOWS. 
pov blyth, ik”-mora, was i io fee 
My iwain come o'er the Lill! 
He «pt the burn, and flew to me; „„ 
I met him wi? good will. 


le 
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CHORUS 


O the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 
The broom o' Cowdenknows ; 

I wiſh I were wi' my dear ſwain, 

| Wi' his pipe and my ewes. 


[ neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay ; 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me a' the day. 
2 O the broom, oe, 


| He tun'd his pipe and reed fac ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt' ning by; 
— _ Eva the dull cattle ſtood and gaz'd 
|  Charm's wi? his melody. 
O the Lroom, Oc. 


| While thus we ſpent our time by turns 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 
I enzy'd not the faireſt dame, ? 
Tho, ne'er fo rich and gay. 
| O the broom, Ce. 


Hard fate! that 1 ſhou'd baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
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' Bechuſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born ! 
O the broom, e. 


| 
e did oblige me ev'ry hour; | 
Cou'd I but faithfu' be? 
He ſtaw my heart ; cou'd I refuſe To 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? | 
O the broom, S. 


ry 

' 
— 
al 


My doggie, and my little kit, TY 
That held my wee ſoup whey, | 
My plaidy, broch, and crooked flick, | 


May now lye uſcleſs by. / | Th 
O the tzocm, O.. 
4 
Adicu, ye Cowdenknows, adicu, 4 
Farewel a' pleaſures there; Fo 

Ve gods, reſtore to me my ſwain, 
Is a” I crave, or care. | Th 
CHORU 5, | 

O the broom, the bonny, bonny broom 

The broom o' Cowdenknows ; | Tu 


I wiſh I were wi my dear ſwain, 


Wi' his pipe and my ewes. |: 


f 
| 


| 


J 


; 


* 
7 
4 


: 
1 
1 


| 
; 
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CCXVL. 
GALLOWSHIELS. 


H the ſhepherd's mournful fate ! 
A Whendoom'd tolove, and doom'dtolang:iſh, 
To bear the ſcornful fair one's hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh ! 
Yet eager looks and dying ſighs, 
My ſecret ſoul difcover, 
While rapture trembling through nune eyes, 


Reveals how much I love her. 


The tender glance, the red'ning cheek, 
O'erſpread with rifing bluſhes, 

A thoutand various ways they ſpeak, 

A thouſand various wiſhes. 

For oh ! that form ſo beavenlr fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes fo fweetly ſmiliag , 

That art). is bluſh, and modeſt air, 
So fatally beguiling. 


Thy every leck, and erery grace, 


30 charm whene'er I view thes, 


. X 
Dill death g'wrtake me in the chace, 


Still my hopes pirtue thee. 


Then when my tedious hours are paſt, 
Be this laſt bleſſing given, 

Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 
Aad die in fight of heaven. 


WOUND WIN LDL WON 


CCXVIL 


COME JOLLY BACCHUS. 


T unt—CHARLES OF SWEDEN, 


NOME, jelly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure : 
Let none at cares of life repine, 


To deftroy our pleaſure, 


Fill up the mighty ſparkliag bow], 
That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 


Fay drink and fing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure, 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thc u be 
Guardian to our pleaſure, 


That under thy protection we 
May enicy new pleaſure, 
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And 
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And as the hours glide away, 

We'll in thy name invoke their ſlay, 

And ſing thy praiſes that we may 
Live and di: with pleaſure. 


| CCXVII. 
LOVESYTY PFEAGU YL. 


07 N more I'l tunc the vocal $1, 
To balls and Jaics 1 1 vaſſ #301 tell, 


A fame which time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy. 
You greater bards your lyre ſhou'd hit; 
Far lay, what ſubject is more ſit, 


* 


„ 


* * 1 - * 
Than to record the parking wit, 


Aud blem of lovely P. 8887 7 


Phe fun fir OY ju the morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled ther:, 
| Does not fo much the day adorn 
| As does my lovely Peggv. 
And when in Thetis' lap to rctt, 
He ſtreaks wit gold the ruddy weft, 
He's not ſo beautcous as, undreſt 
Appear: my lovely Peggy. 
O 5 
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Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 
With her a cottage would delight, 
All's happy when ſke's in my fight ; 
But when ſhe's gone, *tis endleſs night, 
Als dark without my Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the violet blows, 

Or breathes upon the damat roſe, 

They do not half the ſweets diſcloſc, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 

[ ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And (truſt me) nought but truth I ſay, 

The fragrance of the blooming May 
Was nut io ſweet as Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r'to flow'r do rove. 
And linnets warb!e thro? the grove, 
Or Ratcly ſwans the waters love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy. 
And when death lifts his pointed dart 
To {trike the blow that rends 7:7 heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I depart, 

4 ' 7 er * * 
Adieu! my lorely Peggy. 


11 
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CCXIX. 


B' Pinky houſe oft let me walk, 
While circled in my arms, 

i bear my Nelly ſweetly talk, 
Aud gaze o'er all her charms 


04 4 


let mc cver fond behold 


graces void of art! 


"TJ 


= 
94 11 146 


| wx chearful ſmiles that ſweetly hole 


ky 11 * . yy Ar 
In uiing chains my heart. 


and bring ancw, 


O come my love! 
hat gentle turn of mand ; 
Iliat gracefulneſs of air, in you, 
By nature's hand deſign'd: 
That beauty, like the bluſhing roſe, 
Firſt ligmed vp this flame; 


Within my breaſt the fame! 


re 
How vain is all your art! 


"Uh 


WW ſeidom it « lever brings! 
1 


How rarely xCCDs a heat 


O on 


PINKY HOUSE. 


[:zht co quets ! ye ary things! 


Which, like the ſun. for ever glows 


* 
— 


may 
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O! gather from my Nelly's chars, 
That feet, that graceful eaſe ; 
That bluſhing modeſty that warms, 

That natise art to pleaſe. 


Come then, my love! O come along 
And fred rae with thy charms ; 
Ceme, fair inſpirer of my ſony, 
O dil my longing arms! 
A flame like mine can never die. 
While charms, fo bright as thing, 
do heavenly fair, both pleate tic c, 


And fill the foul divine ! 


— 
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What have we with day to do ? 
Sons of care, *twas made for you. 


Sons of care, twas made ior you. 


Come, then, fill the c>:arful glaſs, 


Truth is only fourd in wing: 


— 


— 


Tales of love are all a farce, 
Put true fricndſhip is divine. 
But true friendſhip is diving. 


| ., >>, > a ©,» oy 


CCXXI. 
| MY HEART's MY AIN. 


| 5 8 IS nae very lang ſinſyne, 
1 _ That I had a lad o' my ain, 
But now he's awa' to anither, 
And left me a' my lane. 
The laſs he's courting has eller, 
And I hae nanc at a'; 
Ard it's nought but the love of the tocher, 


That's. ta'en my lad awa'. 


But I'm blithe that my heart's my ain, 


ni Dil kerp it a“ my life, 


> 
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Until that I meet wi” a lad, 

Who has ſenſe to wail a good wiſc. 
For though I fay't myſclf, 

That ſhou'd na ſay't, 'tis true, 
The lad that gets me for a wife, 


He'll ne'cr hae occaſion to rue. 


I gang ay fou clean and fou toſh, 
As a' the neighbours can tell, 
Tho' I've ſeldom a gown on my back 
But fic as I ſpin myſcll. 
And when I am clad ia ray curtſy, 
I think myſcll as braw 
As Suſic, wi' a her pearling, 


That's ta'en my lad awa'. 


Put I with they were buckl'd together, 
And may they live happy for life ; 
Tho' Willy does ſight me, and's left me, 
The chicld he deferves a good wite, 
But, O! I'm bliche that I've miſe'd him, 
As blithe as I wecl can be; 
For ane that's ſae keen o' the ſiller 
Will ne'er agree v1” me. 


Put, as the truth is, I'm hearty, 
J hate to be ſcrimpit and ſcant 


An 
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The wee thing I ha'e I'll mak” uſe ot, 
And nae ane about me ſhall want. 
For I'm a good guide o' the warld, 

I ken hen ta had and to gre 


For whinging and cringing for filler 


Will ne'er agree wi” me. 


; Contentment is better than riches, 
An' he wha has that has enough ; 
Tue maſter is ſeldom ſo happy 
As Robin that drives the plough. 
Nut if a young lad wou'd caſt up, 

To make me lis partner for life, 
the chield has the ſenſe to be happy, 


* 


Ez Ul fa' on his fert for a wife. 


——U—ͥ— 6 Do — 


CCXXII. 
THE TURNIMSPIRE. 


ERSELL pe Highland ſhentleman 
Pe awd as Pothwell prig man, 
an mon alteration ſcen. 
Amang te Lawland Whig, man, 


Fal la!, Se 


— 
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Firſt when her to the Lawlands came, TN 
Nainſell was driving cows, man: 
There was nae laws about him's nerſe, 
About the preeks or trews, man. Ar 
3 
Nainſell did wear the philabeg, | 
The plaid prick't on her ſhower , | 
Ine gude claymere hung pe her pelt, 
The piſtol ſharg'd ww? pouder. | 11 
But for whereas theſe curſed prees:, - | Fo 


Wherewith her nerſe be lockit, 
O hon! that &er ſhe {aw the day 
For a' her houghs be prokit. 


Every ting in the Highlands now 


_— % eo ee - . 
— 
be — 


Pe turn'd te alteration ; 


The ſodger dwall at our door ſheek, 


| 7 

And tat's the great vexation. | Na 

9 LN 1 1 — 5 ; _— 
Scotland be turn'd a Ningland now, It 


Au' laws pring ou tc cadger : | 
Nainſell wad durk him ſor her deed.. 


But oh the fears te ſoger. | Ly 


Anither law came after that, At 


Me never faw the like, man: 
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They mak' a lang road on the ern, 


And ca? him Turnimſpike, man, 


An' wow ſhe pe a ponny road, 
Like Louden corn rigs, man ; 
Where twa carts may gang on lier, 


An' no preak ithers legs, man. 


| They fazrge a penny for ilka horſe, 
! 
I: troth ſhe'L no he ſheaper, 
Fer nouglit hut ga en upo' the cru, 


And they gi me a paper. 


* 


They t tak te horſe t'en PY de lie ad, 
And t'ere they mak? him ſtand, man; 
[tad them that I ſeen te day 


He had nae fic command, mer. 


| Nas deubts Nainſell maun tra? her purſe, 
And pay them what kims like, man; 

Lu fee 2 ſhugement on his toor, 

| T'at filthy Turnimſpike, man. 


But I'll awa' to the Highland hills, 
Where te'il a ane dare turn her, 
And no come near her Turnimſpike, 


Unleſs it pe to pura her. 
Pp 


— 


— 


— 
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CCXXIII. 
JOHNNY AND MARY. 


SUNG BY MISS CATLEYT., 


OW the burn and thro? the mend. 
His golden locks wav d o'er his brow, 
Johnny lilting tun'd his rced, 
And Mary wip'd her bonny mon”. = 
Dear ſhe Io'cd the well Enown nf, 
While her Johnny, Vlithe and bonay, 
Surg her praiſe the whole div long. 
Down the burn a., thro? the mend, 
His golden tocks wav'd o'cr lis brow; 
Johnny liiting tur'd his reed, 


And Mary wip'd her bonny mou”, 


Coſtly elaitùis ſhe had but ſew ; 
Of rings aud jewels nae great ſtore, 
Her face was fair, her love was truc, 
And Johnny wiſely wiſh'd nae mair: 
Love's the peari the ſhepherds prize, 
O'er the mountain, near the fountain, 


Love delights the ſhepherd's eyes. 
Down the burn, Oe. 


Ge 
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Gold and titles give not health, 
And Johnny ,cou'd nac theie impart z 
Youthfu' Mary's greateſt wealth 
Was Ai her faithfu' Johnny's heart: 
Sweet the joys the lovers find, 
Great the treaſure, ſwect the pleaſure, 
Where the heart is always kind. 
Down the burn, Ce. 
EDD PR 
CCXXIV. 
CUPID TRIUMPHANRNT:. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
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Cupid is my theme of ttcry, 


Tis his pod ip's praite and glory, 
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Bruding Ic: 11 Lito hi 12 law. 


Ha, ta, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Pp 2 


Sly the urchin deals his darts, 
Without pity piercing hearts: 
(urid tetupphs over paſſions, 
int tegaruing modes er faſhions. 
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When wins blow hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunder ſhakes from pole to pole, 
When dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 
Sull flatt'ring fancy watts him home; 


In hopes, Tc 


When round the bowl the jovial crew, 
The carly ſcenes of youth renew, 

Thy? each tis favourite fair will boaſt. 
This is their univerſal toaſt: 

ay we, when tail and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ore. 


= EF 
Wia , , G6 » 
* 


ANNA“; URI. 


Lf 


T NCOMPASS'D in an angels frame, 

44 An angel's virtnes lay ; 

Too foon did heat'n aſſert its claim, 
And call'd it's own away. 

piy Anna's worth, my Anil charms, 
Can never niGre return: 

What then ſhall Hirte vil 


ik = ! ws  « * 3 0 
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Can I forget that bliſs refiad, 
Which bleſt with her I knew? 
Our hearts in ſacred bonds entwin'd 


Were bound by love too true. 


That rural train which once were us'd 


In feſtise dance to turn, 
So pleas'd when Anna they amus'd, 


Now weeping deck her urn. 


The ſoul eſcaping from its chain, 
She claſp'd me to her breaſt, 

To part with thee is all my pain, 
She gried, then funk to ret. 

Wulle mem'ry ſhall her Cat retain, 


From beautequs Anna torn, 


My kcart (hull breath its ceaſcleſs ral: 


Of forruw v'cr her urn. 


There with the earlieſt dawn, a Gove 


Laments her murder'd mate; 
There Philum:la, lutt to love, 

Tells the pale moon her ſate. 
With yew and ivy round ems ſpread 

My Anna there I'll mourn ; 
For all m- ſoul, now {he is dc, 


Concenters in her urn. 


1 


The CHEARFUL COMPANION. 303 


CCXX VII. 
WHEN SUMMER COMES, G.. 


W IIENſummer comes the ſwains on Tweed, 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves 5 
Around the es and lambkins fees), 
And mufic fis the groves 
But my lov'd- ſong is then the broora, 
So fair en Coudenk nous. 
For ſure, fo foit, ſo ſweet a bloom, 
Eife where there never grows. 
O te broom, the bonny benny broom, 
The broom on Coudentk ws, 
For, ſurc, fo i:ft, fo ſweet a bloom, 


=Y . * 
Eliewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my y Rs heart; 

No f. 111 cp erd C er that dwcit On Tuced 
Could play with ow ſuch art. 

be fore of av, of Forth, and Clyde, 

1 l. e hills and dales all round, 

Of Leader's hauglis, and Leadar's fide, 
Oo bleſs'd the ſound! 


2 
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"Not T: rio: 's braes, ſo Zreen and Ty, 
May wich tl. is broum compare; 
Not Yarrow's banks in fl. w' ry Mar, 
Nor buſh aboon 'Iraquair : 
More pleaſing far are Coulenknuows, 
iy peaceful happy keme, 
Where I wes wont to milk my ces 
At ere: mong the broom. 
O tlic broom, Sr. 
7 
CCXXVIII. 
USE ABOUT THE JORL 


SUXG BY MISS CATLEY. 


ITEN bick'rings hot, 


To higli words got, 


Preak out at gameorum ; 
* 
The flame te coc], 
My golden rule, 


Is pum about the jorum. 


With ſiſt cn jug 


Coifs who can luc ? 


> ? 


Or ſaciy me that glibe ſpeatce: 
Who her red rag 
In gibe can w: 

With ber month full of haue, 


\& 


U 


4. 


| 


CcxXIX. 
QUEEN MARY's LAMENTATION. 


SUNG BY S186. TENDUCCH. 


Sigh and lament me in vain, 
Theſe walls can but echo my moan ; 

Alas! it increaſes my pain, 

When I think of the days that are gone. 
Through the gate of my priſon I ſee, 

The birds as they wanton in air, 
My heart how it pants to be free, 

My looks they are wild with deſpair. 


Above the oppreſs'd by my fate, 

I burn with contempt for my foes, 
Though Fortune has alter'd my ſtate, 
She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe. 

Falſe woman, in ages to eome 
Thy malice deteited ſhall be ; 

And when we are cold in the tomb, 
Some heart {till will ſorrow for me. 


Ye roofs where cold damps and diſmay, 
With ſilence and ſolitude dwell ; 


Qq 
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How comfortleſs paſſes the day, 
How ſad tolls the evening bell. 


The owls from the battlements cry, 
Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around, 


© Mary, prepare thee to die, 


My blood it runs cold at the found. 


GG, wy, oz, ov 


CCXXX. 


THE MAI D's COMPLAINT, 


Tune — RO DOMINIES FOR ME. 


OW I muſt figh, 
And woful cry, 
For my love lighted me, laſſie; 
He's prov'd untrue, 
And brake his vow, 
That he would marry me, laſſte, 


Where can I go, 

To hide my woe ? 

To whom can I complain, laſſic; 
My lover run, 

My friends me ſhun, 

And treat me with diſdain, laflic 
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How fooliſh ſhe, 
Whom, dup'd like me, 
1 Falſe, flattering men betray, laſſie; 
Their end once gain'd, 
he's ſoon diſdain'd, 


And left to pine away, laſſie. 


Too ſond his love, 

To conſtant prove, 

In it too happy I, laſſie; 
Well might I know, 
Nought here below 


So pleaſing was for ay, laike. 


In pleaſing dreams 

By murmuring ſtreams, 

] pal>*'d away the day, laſſie; 
Ang when the lighit 

Cave place to night, 


Pe with my charmer ſtray, laſſie. 


Dut now all fied, 

My joys are dead; 

Oſt for my crime I ſigh, laffie ; 
When cnt I think, 

My ſpirits fuk, 

I fit me down and cry, laſſie. 


Qq 2 
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But my ſweet babe, 

For whoſe dear fake 

J ſuffer all this ill, lafhe ; 

Shall on me ſmile, 

And time beguile, 

And he feme comfort ſtill, laſũe. 


tw, 2," ©, >» © 
CCXXXI. 
AN OLD MAID's ADVICE. 


Tur —HUNOURS OF GLEN. 


WE young mails fo ſprightiy, 
X And widas ſo fightly, 
Who wiſh to be marry'd, my counſel attend; 
Come hear an old maiden, 
Deſerted, forſaken, 
Adviſe ydu to liſten to humours of gin. 
When I vas a young one, I flounced, I bouncer, 
Dil.ained the offers of ſeveral young men; 
I thought it ſo airy, my head higli to carry; 
And never to marry for humours of gleu. 


Put row in my turn, 
Grown old and infirm, 


Im held in great ſcorn by jull; young men: 


W. 


He 


To 


W. 


Or 


Ca 
Ar 
She 
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And there goes old : unty, 
They jeeringly taunt me, 
Who never would hearken to humours of glen 
Her grey hair all borrow'd, 
Her checks thin and furrow'd, 


Her wan lips diſcolour'd invite not young men, 
Her breaſt flat aud wither'd, 


Love's flame ther: long ſmother'd, 


Retains no more moiſture for humours cf glen. 


Then mark well, dear laſſes, 

When you look in your gaſles, 

And fec in ycur faces the huraours of glen ; 
That then is the ſeaſon, 
And high time in reaſon, 

To jump at the otters of worthy young men. 
Ee neither too hauglity, 
By no means be naughty, 

; When courted and teiz:d by wanton young men, 
If hauglity, they leave you, 
If naughty, they reave you 

Of honour, and ſpoil all your humours of glen, 


Careſs with diſcretion, 
And ſome reſervation, 


She y no inclination to rat iſh young men; 
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Nor old rich contractors, 
With parents for daughters, 

They'll ne'er prove good actors at humours of plex, 
The youth, whoſe pure paſſion 
Is not rais'd by Faſhion, 

To court for a fortune, your favour ſhould gain; 
For ſuch will give pleaſure, 
And be nobler treaſure, 


Than they, who for money wed, ever attain. 


PUPIL UN PN LL ON 


CCXXXII. 
THE LIFE WE LOVE. 


A GLE. 


OME, let us join in chest ful long, 
To celebrate the Lie we love ; 
And while we take our drink along, 
How can we better it improve? 
Since mirth and drinking 
Keep from thinking 
On the toils we mutt cndure : 
How can we bciter 
Mend the matter, 


Than drown the ills we cannct ours © 


The CHEARFUL COMPANION. 312 


CCXXXIII. 
SCANT OF LOVE, WANT OF LOVE. 


RY A LADY. 


d HE avid man he courted me, 
Scant of love, want of love ; 

The auld man he courted me, 
Thoughtleſs as I am ; 

And I for the fake of pelt, 
Yielicd to give myſelf 

To the cauld arms of 


The filly auld man. 


The auld man did marry me, 
Scant of love, want of love, 

Tue auld man did marry me, 
Wanton as Lam; 

Ladd | y - : » © 

The aud man did marry me, 
And hoe did carry me: 

+4 . . . 

Never, never wle you live 


Ved an auld man. 


The auld man and I went to bed, 


Scant of love, want of love; 


The auld man and I went to be}, 


Jandſome as I am: 
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The auld man and I went to bed, 

But he neither did nor ſaid, 
What brides expects when laid, 
Dy a gademan. 


The auld man ſoon fell aflcep, a4 

Scant of love, want of love ; | 
The auld man ſoon fell aſleep, 

Left meas I am; O 
The auld man ſoon fell aſſcep, 

Think yeu that I would weep! X 
No—but I ſtraight did creep | V 


To a young man; 


| | Wit 
Where I lay all the niglit, "I 
No ſcant, no want of love; . 
| Where I lay all the night, 
| Who ſo happy then ? 


Where I lay all the night, 

In raptures and delight ; 
So ſhould all young wives treat 
Furubling auld men. 


Cover 
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QUOTH JACK ON A TIME. 


Q 


i've a mind we ſhould fuddle our noſes with claret ; 


UOTH Jack on a time to Tom I'!l declare 


It, 


Says Tom, it will do you more harm than you think, 
Fie on you, ſays Jack, who can live without drink ? 
Il ne'er.baulk my wine, here's to thy Cifpoſe. 
Tom pretends not to drink, pray look at his noſe. 


COME FRIENDS AND COMPANIONS, 


FOR THREE VOICE:. 


OME. friends and companions, let's take a 
full glaſs, 
And each drink a health to his favourite laſe, 
And each drink a health. 
And each drink a heaith, 
And each drink a health to his favourite laſs, 
And each drink a health to his favourite laufs. 


With wine and with love let the evening be crown'd, 
Let no envy or diſcord among us be found, 

With hearts free from trouble we chearſully ting), 
Huzza for our country ! huzza for cur king! 


Huzza for our country! huzza for our king! 
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A BOAT UNTO THE FERRY. 


FOR THREE VOICES 


Boat, a boat unto the ferry, 
For we came here for to be merry, 


To laugh and quaff and drink old cherry. 


NOW WE ARE MET. 


POR THREE VOICES 


OW, now we are met, 
And humours agree, 
"all, call for wine, 
And loſe no time, 


But let's merry be: 


Fill, fill it about, 
To me let it come, 
Fill che glaſs to the top, 
ON Crink every drop, 
Gupernaculum. 


A health to the king, 


Round, round !et it paſs, 
Fill it up, and then, 
Drink it of iixe men, 
1 
Never baulk J COU 14:3, 


Rr 
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FOLLOW 


FOR 


ME. 


THREE YOICES 


1 follow, follow, follow, 


Foliow, follow, folov:, follow me. 


Whither all I follow, n: er faall I follcw, 
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The CHEARFUL COMPANION. 317 


GIVE THE TOAST. 


FOR THREE VOICES. 


* E the toaſt my good fellow, be jovial and 
gay, 
And let the briſk moments paſs jorand avwiy ; 
* * a. * * 
Here's the King—take vour bumpers, my hruve 
Brill ſouls, 
Wuo guards your fair ireedom ſhoulid erown your 
fall boule. 
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NTRODUCTION OF TE DOW. 
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Py a> nam Wu 
Q E my boys, the fuming b,, 
. © * * 
Let 19417 bumpers Cas A 2 diet ir run! Os 
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114 loud each cacartul voi; Sonnd, 


Power and wealth, beauty, health, 


1 : * 2 0 * : 4 TO 
V. iT and mMmlirta ll Nine ate eroen £ 
joy abound, pleature found, 


Oaly whea the glais go round. 


318 The CHEARFUL-COMPANION. 


HOW GREAT1S THE FLEASURE, 


FOR THREE VOICES 


OV great isthe pleaſure, how ſweet tlic Eoliccht ? 
When ſoft love and mutic together unite. 
How great is the pleaſure, how ſweet's the dei:;zht: 
When love, ſoſt love and muſic unite. 
Sweet, ſweet, how {weet the delight? 


When harmony, ſoit harmony and love do unite. 


SINCE MY PHILLIS, 2. 


OR THREE VOICES. 


INCEMy Phillishas fallen lias fallen to my (are, 
In a bumper I'll drink, Il drink, I'Ii drink 


to tac fair, 
And the man here who envics me moit, 
Let lim bid.me ſay more, ſay more, ſay more te 
the toa{li, 
For a larger I'll ſoon, ſoon change wy cup: 
To the beim full, to the brim full, OH the conttuble, 
To the brim fill the conſtallle, 


To the brim £1 the conſtable up. 


THE. END: 
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8 walking forth to view the plain 4 

An Chloris ! could I now but fit It 

Ah! think not to deeetive me 14 
As on the banks of Tweed I lay reclin'd 16 
A dawn of hore my {out revives 78 
At ſetting day and riſing morn 80 
As bringing home the other day 80 
As Jamie Gay gang d bhlyth his way 2 
As o' er the mountain's graſſy fide 95 
Ah me ! how heavy and how flow 105 
All in the dowus the fleet was mcor'd 114 
Aſk if yon damalk roſe be tweet 121 
Away to the field ſee the morniag looks grey 122 
| Adicu ye groves, adieu ye plains 137 
Alas! when charming Celia's gone 155 


An Chlor! thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaſt 158 
At the cloſe of the day when the hamlet is till 100 
As Sylvia in a forcit lay 190 
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Amidſt a roſy bank of flowers 21 1 
A parſon who had the remarkable foible 214 
As through the fields I ehanc'd to ſtray 222 


As Jockey was trudging the meadows ſo gay 225 
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0 5 \ 
A while but attend and a tale I'll relate 122 0 

As down on Banna's banks I rar 'd 242 | 
; 2 

A taylor there was and te lis'd in a garrett 256 

As blytli as the iinnet ſags in the green wood 259 | a 
A PORN Of voir POtHET about this or tat 201 f 
As on Tay's bauzs I wander'd 292 N 

* = , N 5 
An! ſure u pair was never ſeen 28O C 
Ah thc ſhepherd'e monraful fate 289 C 
f C 
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Beneath a a green ſmade, a lovely roung Iwein 31 


* 45 


By a murmuring ſtream a fair thepherdeſ: ly ag | 
Delieve my ſighs, my tears, my dear 64 
Blyth ycung Beſs to Jean did fuy GY 


16 _ 


Tehold this fair goblet 
Beneath a cypreſs grove ! 
Betty ecriy gone 2 may ing t5 
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Come, come live with me and be my love 3 
Conſe, rude Doreas bluſtering trailer 33 
Come thou roſy dimpled boy 58 

Cupid God of love and joy 7 

Cupid God of ſoft perſuaſion 98 
Come, Amanda, charming creature 110 
Come gi's a ſang the lady cry'd 133 
Contented all day I will fit by your fide 154 
Come all ye ſhepker:s of the plain 159 
eme ve lads who with to tas 168 
Come row all ye ſceial powers 217 
Come tel me dear Phillis, 263 
Com Mme je Uy Pac chus, god of Wire 288 
Came let uz join in chearful ſong 310 


D. 
Deil tak? the wars that hurried Billy from me 67 
Deſpairing beſide a clear ſtream 239 
Down the burn and through the mead 298 
E. 


Ev*ry mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues 62 
Encompais d in an angel's form 301 


80 
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Lame let thy trumpet found 

From Papho's iile, fo fam'd of old, I come 
Farewell thou falſe Philander 

For various purpoſe ſerves the fan 

From Rollin caſtle's echoing walls 
Farewell ze green fields an . tweet groves 
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nov protect me 
vou told me 
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Gentle vunti, ah! teil me why 
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Gin ye mest a bunny Faſiic 
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Had I a heart fur falſclliood tram'd 
How happy a ſtate docs the miller pic C; 
Hou dlett has my time bectu! 

Hither haſte ye nymplis and ſwai: 

Huſt, ye birds! your am'rous tale. 


How ſtands the eats around 


How ſwest in the woodlands 
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Tow im perfect is expreſſior 
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Hollo i Kcep it up boys 
{iow happy is the rural cloun 


Halte, halte, Amclia, gentle ſai 
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Jore in bis chair, of the ſcy Lord NIay'r 2 
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Levely nymph aſſuage my angaih | 
Let rakes and litertiacs, reſign'd & 
Let gar ones, and greoa 108 
Let meſonrx, from pcie to pole 163 


Leander on the bay 10 
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Oh! had I beed by fate decreed 15 


On thy banks gentle Tay 


On! tow ſhall I, in language weak 
(> Belly Bell and Mary Gray 65 


O bonny laſs will you lye in a barrack 75 
O the days when I was young 87 
O! foe that form that faintly pieams 97 
O youth adara'd with e' z art 139 f 
Oue kind kits before we part 112 ? 
On Tay's fair banks you've ofien feld 185 
O faw ye my ſather, or taw ye my father 205 i 
| Once more l'il tune the vocal [il 289 | 
| 
p. f 
Pluetus, meaner themes diidaiuing Ih 


R. f 


| Recall'd from the brin!: of deſpair 1-9 

| 

| 8. 

| Some how my ſpindle 2 mill! 23 | 
Shepherds, I have loſt my love 40 
Say, little fooliſh fluttering thing 49 
Sweet Annie ſlowly let the hore 52 


Still in hopes to get the better 84 
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Since Colin : ppcar'd on theſe plains 


Shepherd, fee not wealth nor power 


wert doth Eiufh the roſy mornin ng 
Sec the conqueriug hero comes 
Since there's fo {mall diderence 
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Thie auld man he courtld me 311 
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With tuneſul pipe and merry glee 13 Wh 
Will you go to the ew boughts Marion 19 | Wh 
When lovely woman ſloops to folly 24-1 Wh 
hen innocent pleaſures our paſtime did crown 25 
When Britain firſt at heaven's command $9 -- | 
When Phabus the tops of the hills does adorn 45 5 * 
Were I a ſhepherQ's maid to keen 49 | Ye 
When dailies py'd and violets blue 37 | Y- 
When Flora v'er the warden ſtray'd 58 wy 
| With horns and with kuunds of ---| FIN 
Water parted from the ſca, 70 | TY 
When the trees are all barc LEN - 8 
When the ſliccp are in the fauld „ X 
Why knits my fair her angry brow 71 BER i. 
Whenc'er I meet my Celia's eves 13 . 
When firſt the youth luis fears forfouk _ 65 Ye 
What numbers ſhall the muſe repeat we - 1 
Wuen firlt the caſt begins to dawn 181 { 
When the trees all their beautiful verdure - 183 
Why hangs that clou4 upon thy brow 192 
Weep not ye ſtreams of gentle Tay 203 
When trees did bud and fields were green 289 | * 
When firſt I came to be a man 235 | Lf 
Where new mown hay on winding Tay 265 Ay 


| When through yon ſield I take my way 427 
I 7 . * * 


When merry hearts were gay 


When ſummer comes the ſwairs en Tweed 
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| When bickerings hot 
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| Young lem and fore afraid 

| Ye Zportimen draw near 

| Yo chearſul virgins have ve ſeen 
Ve moun{;cure of France 

' Young Colin one courted Myrtilla thc prade 
Ye ſylvan pow'rs that rule the plain 
Ye warblers while Strephon I mourn 
Le fam'd witty nine 
Ye loves aud ve graces ſo ſweet 
* gentle winds that ruler y blos. 
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A boat, a boat unto the ferry 315 
Now, now we are met ib 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, 316 
Hark! the bonny Chriſt-church bells ib 
Give the toaſt my good fellow 317 
Zee my bove, the fuming bowl ils 
How great is the pleaſure 31 
Since my Phillis has fallen ib 
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